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DIRECTIONS for SINGING. 


HOUGH the firſt requiſite to make the accom « 
pliſh d finger be a fine Voice, yet I can boldly 
7 aftirm, by the obtcrvation and experience of ſeveral 
years, that there are many incorrigible bawlers with 
feet melodious pipes, andas many entertaining per- 
formers in the vocal way, ho are under no great obli- 
by gations to nature. | his can be accounted for no other- 
$ wiſc than by an artificial conduct of the voice, or what 
is uſually ſtiled a Manner, What Matt. Prior ſays of 
life in general, may be, with great propriety, apply'd 
to finginge 


Beyond the fin'd and ſettle rules 

Of voice and virtue in the Schools, 
Beyond the letter of the low, 

Which keep: our men and maids in awe, 
The better ſort ihouid ſet before *em 
AGRrace a MaNNzr Y DECORUM. 


'Tis not merely fingi::g in time and tune, and pre- 
ciſely obſerving the pedan ic dictates of Mr, Tickle- 
key the muſick maſter, but there muſt be an eaſe, an 
elegance, a taſte; which, however natural, may, 
trom the ſubſequent rules be improved. 


Ss Vu LE I, 


EVER be aik'd twice to ſing; for to be on. 
ſqueamiſh in that particular a ours ot low bre e 
ding and ill manners, and is impalitick too: for 'tis 
always danger ous to raiſe an ex; eciption | ey ond the 
ſeale of ſatis ziattion ; which Precauticn, I hope, will 
be an infa: ble cure for all fic.itious colds, hoarſe- 
neſſes, want of practice, &c. 


B 2 RULE 
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S poetry and mui are ſiſter arts, they certainly 
ought not to be enemies to each other ; it i: 
therefore abſolutely neceſſary that ladies and gentle- 
men ſhould ſing diſtinctly and intelligibly, ſo that the 
words may be comprehended, and that the ſenſe is 
not quaver'd away by the found, 


„ III. 


S it is the buſineſs of the compoſer to make te 

ſound an echo to the ſenſe, ſo it is the bulinefs 7% 
of the ſinger allo, with this addition, that his geſture, 
as well as his voice, be accordant to every note, 


R U L EY; 


S there is a ſatiety in all things, or (to uſe the 

vulgar phraſe) as too much ot one thing is good 

for nothi:g, it is highly requiſite to know when to WM 

finiſh with grace; for tho” it is bad to be aſk'd Ml 

t toice to ſing, it is ſtill worſe to be aik'd ouce to hold 
your peace. 
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I ſhall conclude theſe inſtruètions with a few lines 
from my friend Horace, which are a Satire upon 
the ſingers of his time: 


WY 


Omnibus hoc vitium eſt cantoribus inter amicos, 
Ut nunquam inducant animum cantare rogat!, 
Injuſſi nunquam deſiſtant. Lib. I. Sat. III. 


Nay *tis the ſame with all the coxcomb crew. 
Ot ſinging men, and ſinging women too; 

Do they not ſet their cat-calls up of courſe? 
The king himſelf may atk them till he's hoarſe; 
But would you ſpilt their wind- pipes and their lungs, 
The faireſt way's to bid them hold their tongues, 
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4 YUUNG reo LIN. 
Sung by Mr. ReNxoLpsoN, at Marybone Gardens. 


OUNG Colin, long a tuneful ſwain, 
Had ſtrove his Sylvia's heart to gain, 
And ev'ry method try'd, 
1 preſents, pray'rs, and tears to move 
The fair-one to reward his love, 
But nought could move her pride. 


With other ſwains ſhe'd toy and play, 
And liſten all the live- long day 
Beneath each fragrant ſhade; 
But if poor Colin ever ſpoke, 
She'd laugh, and vow 'twas all a joke, 
| Nor heed one word he ſaid. 


Reſolv'd one artifice to try, 

If that would make the Maid comply, 

7 Another fair he woo'd z 

| l C What 
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What love long time had ſtrove to gain, 
Did jealouſy with eaſe obtain, 
And Sylvia's heart ſubdu'd. 
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DAMON ad PHILLTS: 
Sung by Mr, RENNOLDSOx, at Marybone Garden: 
EE, fee yon' fair proſpe*t, how lovely it ſeems, 


How bright on the river ſhines Sol's filver beams? | 
What a concert is here with the lark and the thru. 


With linnets that warble and ſing from each buch 
But well may they warble, and Nature look gay, 
Since Damon and Phillis were wedded to- day. 


*Tis now juſt a month, that as croſſing the plain, 
That Phillis firſt ſaw, and was ſcen by the ſwain ; 
Some glances they ching'd—the youth ſaw her home, 
And ſoon, very ſoon, did they lovers become : 

He preſs'd her to marry—ſhe bid him to lay; 

If ſhe found him in carneſt, ſhe'd fix on a day. 


She prov'd it a truth: He was faithful and kind, 
For ſhepherds are not like falſe love s. inelin'd; 
Nor like a coguet, void of feeling and ſenſe, 
Was the nymph, as ſhe ſeem'd to k-cp him in ſuſpenſe: 
The next time he aik'd her, ſhe did not ſay nay, 
So Damon and Phillis were wedded to-day, 
*Tis here in the village true peace reigns alone, 
Here oniy the ſweets of Contentment are known ; 
The ſwans are fincere, and the nymphs are all kind; 
Truc love only wins them—to int'reſt they're blind: 
Whene'er that invites them, its call they obey, 
Uniting like Damon and Phillis to-day. 

| ("OY 


wy | oy 
Sung by Mrs, ArNe at Vauxhall. 


Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When naeth ing could pleaſe me; 
dens, Now dowie | 19h on the banks of the Burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


am: Tho! woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
ruſh, / While lav'ro.k: are ſinging, 


atk * . And primroſes ſpringing 3 
7, Yet nane of them pleates mine eyne or my ear, 
When throw the wood, lad die, ye dinna appear. 
1 That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell; 
* 2 I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
ome. Eaith ev'ning and morning; 
eir jeering gaes alt to my heart with a knell, 
Chen throw the wood, laddie, I wander my ſell. 
en ſtay, my dear Sawney nae longer away, 
d, But quick as an arrow, 
; Haſte here to thy marrow, 
a's living in langour till chat happy day, 
enſe: n throw the wood, ladd ie, we'll dance, ing, and 
play. 
p THE BIRD 
| : . 4 
ind! ng by Mr. RaworTH, at Marybone Gardens, 
ind: + HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 


And flies ahroad for food, 
Wurns impatient thro? the ſky, 
o nurie its callow brood : 


C 2 The 


{ 16 ] 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 
My faithful buſom fires ; 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires : 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimilies ate vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd 
For heav'n and joy divine; 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure more warm than mane : 
I take what liberty 1 dare, 
Twere impious to ſay more! 
Convey my longings to my fair, 


The goddeſs I adore. 
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A favourite Song in the Epyes1an MaTrRon, 4 
Sung at RANELAGH, f 


F I was a wife, 
And my deareſt dear life 
Took it into his noddle to die; 
E' er I took the whim 
To be bury*d with him, 
] think I'd know very well why, 


4 


4 


- 


LES i 
1.8 11 
1 If poignant my grief, 
( ; 1'd ſearch for relief, 
Nor ſink with the weight of my care; 
A ſalve might be found, 
No doubt above ground, 

And 1 think 1 know very well where. 


* Another kind mate 
Should give me what fate 
Would not from the former allow; 
With him I'd amuſe 
Ihe hours you abuſe, 
And I think 1 know very well kow, 
is true I'm a maid, 
And ſo't may be ſaid, 
judge of the conjugal lot; 
© Yet marriage, I ween, 
Has a cure for the ſpleen, 
d I think I know very well what. 
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pron For the Jubilee in Honour of SHaktsPeare, 


RON, de Stanzas mark'd thus “, were omitted in the 
[þ ſinging, 
SISTERS of the tuneful ſtrain ! 
SI Attend your. parent's jocund train, 
Fancy calls you, follow me, 
Js celebrate the jubilee, 
8 Avon's banks, where Shakeſpeare's buſt 
Points out, and guards his fleeping duſt, 
ſons of ſcenic mirth decree 
o celebrate this jubilee. 


O3 By 


— 


„ 
* By Garrick led, the grateful band 
Haſte to their poet's native land, 
With rites of ſportive revelry, 
To celebrate his jubilee, 


Come daughters then, and with you bring 
The vocal reed, and ſprightly ſtring, 

Wit, and joke, and repartee, Ye 
To celebrate our jubilee, od 


Come, daughters, come, and bring with you Fo 
Th' Aeriel ſprite and fairy crew, 
And the ſiſter graces three, 
To celebrate our jubilee, 


Hang around the ſculptur'd tomb 

The broider'd veſt, the nodding plume, 
And the maſk of comic glee, 

To celebrate o'r jubilee. 


From Birnam W ood and Boſworth's field, 
Bring the ſtandard, bring the ſhield, 
With drums, and martial ſymphony, 
To celebrate our jubilee, 


In mournful numbers now relate 

Poor Deſdemona's hapleſs fate, 

With frantic deeds of Jealouſy, 
To celebrate our jubilee. 


Nor be Windfor's wives forgot, 
With their harmleſs, merry plot, 
The whitning mead, and haunted tree, 
To celebrate our jubilee, 
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Now in jocund ftrains recite 


 Therevels of the braggard Knight, 15 4 


10 


Knight! and ancient Piſtol he ! 
= 2 celebrate our jubilee, 


| 0 t ſce, in crowds, the gay, the fair, 
No the ſplendid ſcene repair, 

| - ht as fine as fine can be, 

To celebrate our jubilee, 


tt Colin bring, and Roſalind, 
Fach ſhepherd true, and damſel kind, 
For well with ours their ſports agree, 


* 


To crown the feſtive jubilee, 


— — — 


CH LON IS, 


If, Florida, fie, all ſuch nonſenſe deſpiſe, 

Nor think you can read the men's thoughts in 
| their eyes; 
heir words and their looks are both meant to deceive, 
10 bor they look and they talk as they'd have you believe. 
3 FLORIDA. 

Fho' Stre phon yet never his paſſion expreſt, 
et oft” by ſuppreſſing a tigh in his breaſt, g 
NRnove that he loves, and I know him ſincere, | 
r love, when *tis real, approaches with fear, 


CHLORIS. 


Wn cc I fooliſhly thought ſo, and languiſh'd like you, | 
IF 0 7pt to believe, what I wiſh'd to be true; 

W-cciv'd o'er and o'er, all the comfort I find, 

paying the treacherous villains in kind. 


FLORIDA. 
hen ſoon the dear youth ſhall his meaning explain, 


> : 


Fat j ow amply the joy will compenſate the pain; f 
4 DUET. 1 


1 
DUE x. 


And mav this be the maxim I ever purſue, 
Ne'er to think he is falſe, till he ceaſe to be true. 


CULOALTS. arr 


And may this be the maxim I ever purſue, 
Still to think they are falſe, till I prove they are true. 


8 
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HEN I went a courting, 
Oh, there was ſuch ſporting, 
The guts had no tricks for to teize you; 
If you'd aſk one, ad's life, 
If ſhe'd make yon a wife, 
Shed curtſey and ſay, If it pleaſe you. 
But now they're ſuch Ruff, 
It is not enough 
For a man to be honeſt and civil; 
Whoe'er would ſucceed 
With the wenches, has need 
To flatter and lie like the devil, 


„ — 


Tune, Hao happy a fate does the miller poſſe). 


OW happy a ſtate does the virgin poſſeſs, 
Who'e innocent boſom no troubles diſtreſa, 
e 


_ s ever briſk, airy, good-humour'd, and gay, 

o cares to moleft her by night or by day. 
Uncontroul'd by an huſband, her actions are free, 
Of herſelf and her fortune ſole miſtreſs is he ; : 

In freedom and pleaſure ſhe paſſes her life; 

If fo happy a virgin, then who'd be a wife ? 


Ns 
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fo bantlings to teaze her or break her night's ref?, 
im peace and contentment her moments are bleſt; 
ne fleeps till its time in the morning to riſe, 

nd ev'ry new day ſome ne pleaſure ſupplies, 
1rrounded abroad, with a crowe of ſmart beaus, 
ho are proud to attend her wherever ſhe goes, 
boat her they ſwarm, like the bees totheir hives : 


W.-t the wife boaſt of conjugal bliſs, if ſhe pleaſe, 

Which is bought at th'expence of her freedom and 
eale 3 

= on7n'd by her cares, fil at home ſhe muſt Ray, 

=p ic abroad we can range to the park or the play. 

hro' a maze of ſoft pleature our actions we ftecr 

And when we come home, we've no hufband to ſcar, 

No teaze us, and vex us, and tire our lives: 

Wt io happy when virgins, then who would be wives? 
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The TIMEROUS LOVER. 
dung by Miſs Froup, at Marybone-Gardzns, 


Hough his paſſion in filence the youth would 
0 a conccal, 

hat his tongue will not utter his eyes ſtill reveal; 
and by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 

Hat they are the tell-talez of Celadon's love. 


* 


4 


— — . 
r 
1 . A 
6 — — _ — 
0 29 — 


—_— 


o the grove, to the green, to the dance, to the: fair, 
wherever J go, my bythe ſhepherd :3 there; 

know the fond youth by his blu, by hie finite, 
d ſurely ſuch looks wire not meant to beguile, 


The 


! ſo happy when virgins, then who would be wives? 


————— ZDœmnʒ2:?•ñ—.ññĩ;S — — 
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Tho- indifferent the ſubject, whatever it prove, Mi 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; W: 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, * 
Tho' his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. 


Sometimes I command him his ſpeech to refrain, 
But alas, my reſolves ! I command it in vain ; . 
For when he dear theme he'll no longer purſue, Me 
I torget iay curomands and reſume it anew. 


— 
>. 


| When he talks, alone, | am ever in fear 

1 He ſhou'd ſpeak hat! dread, and yet wiſh moſt to i 

| hear; 

Should he mention his love, theo? my pride — 
deny, 

My neart whiſper: Celia, fond Celia, comply. 


— w—e@__ * 


_ ——— 


— 
— 


—— . 


— 
— 


Te IN VITATION; 
Sung at Marybone- Gardens. 


AlL hail, ſfrreet-ſcented evening, now nature's 
"odours riſe, 
Veclinĩng Sol t enꝭ iven hath journey'd thro? the ſkies, 
From town and Hreets ſo fulſome, ye welcome trains 
repair, 
To love and ſeaſt, ts wholſome, in our ſweet gar- 
den air. 


— 


_ — — —— 
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For human recrea'1on ſure pleaſures are ailow'd, 
T' indulge with moderation, tis infinitely good; 
* The young, the old, all welcome, to viſit us repair, 
And love and ſeaſt, tis wholeſome, in our fweet gar- 
den air. 


Here 
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rc grave, and gay, and beauty; here youth and age 
A compleat, 

"WM: rive, as bound in duty, to pleaſe in our retreat; 
WW: one and all are welcome, that t* viſit u repair, 
love and feaſt, tis wholeſome, in ou” ſweet gar- 


m 
den air. 
n, 2 _ 
 $cMORNING ADDRESS to the Ladies. 
14 In SuAKESsYEARE's Garland, 
8 ET beauty with the ſun ariſe, _ 
ſt to 44 To Shakeſpeare tribute pay, 
#7 With heavenly ſmiles and ſpeaking eyes, 
ou'd Give grace and luſtre to the day. 
Fach ſmile the gives protects his name, 
E- W hat face ſhall dare to frown ? 
—— dot envx's {elf can blaſt the fame, 
N Which beauty deigns to crown. 
by Bis ak 
Ny RY i 
res SWEET *® WILLY Us 
YZ A Song, By Mr. Garrick . 


voy 1 z pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 
VU The firſt of all ſwans, 

Y He gladden'd the plains, 

Fore ever was like to fweet Willy O. 

ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
y He melted each maid, 

; . So ſkilful he play'd, 


* 


ar, mepherd Cer pip'd like ſweet Willy O. 


r- An 


® Shakeſpere, 
ere 
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All nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy O, 
Wherever he came, 
Whate'er had a name, 
Whenever he ſung follow'd [weet Willy O. 4 
He wou'd be a + ſoldier, this ſweet Willy O, om 
When arm d in the field, i" 
With ſword and with ſhield, N 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy Q. t 
He charm'd 'em when living, the ſweet Willy 0. 
And when Willy dy'd, 
"Twas nature that figh'd 
To part with her all in her 15 ect Willy O. 


CHORUS from the Cavace. 
In SHAKESPEARE's Garland. 


Gs 15 the day, a holiday! a holiday ! 
Drive ſpleen and rancour far away, 
This is the day, a holiday! a holiday! 
Drive care and ſorrow far away. | 
Here nature nurs'd her darling boy, e 
From whom all care, and ſorrow fly, bs 
Whoſe harp the muſes {trung : 


From heart to heart let joy rebound, 
Now, now, we tread enchanted ground, 


Here Shakeſpeare walk'd, and ſung ! 


+ Writer of tragedy. ö 
Sung at the houſe where Shakeſpeare was boru. 


A CLEL 


11 
A GO LEE. By Dr. . 


OME, nymphs and ſawus, where'er ye be, 
To this your fathcr's jubilee, 
'J With 2 tivy, tivy, tivy-tivy, ti. 
ZE ome elves, and fairics, in 2 row, 
Ind if you ever ſung, ſing now, | 
4 With a row-dow, row tidy, dow. 
* Fn Caliban, tho? void of art, 
O, Pith growling baſe, ſhall bear a part, 
4M With a Ban, Ban, Cacaliban. 


ARWICKSHIRE, a Song, by Vir. Gaxkiex. 
In SuarxEsPEARE's Garland. 


E Warwickſhire lads, and ye laſſes, 
y- See what at our jubilee paſſes, 
Wome revel away, rejoice — be glad, 
Por the lad of all lads, was a Warwickſhire lad, 
5 Warwickſhire lad, 


For the lad of all lads, was a Warwickſhi re lad. 


Pe proud of the charms of your county, 

here nature has laviſh'd her bounty, | 

PV here much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards, was a Warwickſhire bard, 
: Warwickſhire bard, 

Never pair'd, 

or the bard of all bards, was a Warwickſhire bard. 
ach ſhire has its different pleaſures, | 


Lach ſhire has its different treaſures ; — 
D | But 


VS = 7 
But to rare Warwick hire, all muſt ſubmit, ; 
For the wit of all wits, was a Warwickſhire wit. 
1 Warwickſhire wit, 1 
| F How he writ ! For 
| | For the wit of all wits, was a Warwickſhire wit. - 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in, 
Of tamous Will Congreve, we boaſt too the {kill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will 
Warwickſhire Will, 
Matchlefs ſtill, 
For the Will of all Wills, was a Warwickſhire Will 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman. 
Their ſwans are all geefe to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 
And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire man, 
Warwickſhire man, 
Avon's ſwan, | 
And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire man, 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, 
To fteal it our bard took delight in, 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
And the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire war, 
Warwickſhire wag, 
Ever brag, 
For the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire wag. 


There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 

Of all ſhe was worth, he robb'd nature; 

He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her gricf, 

And the thief of all thieves, was a Warwickſhire chief. 
Warwiek- 


vit, 


it. 


dil, 
Wil. 


Will 


an, 
nan. 


nan. 


Lag; 


© 
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Warwickſhire thief, 
He's the chief, 


F 2 * i 


er thethiefof all thieves, was a Warwick ſhire ther 


The CUUNTIERAY GIRL 
A comic Serenata. By Mr. Garrick, 


1 RE CITAT IVO. 


4 


Wy RITHEE tell me, couſin Sue, 

Why they make ſo much to do, 

Ss Why all this noiſe and clatter ? 

My all this hurry, A this buſtle, 

Bw how they crowd, and bawland juſtle, 
& 1canno” gueſs the matter: 

r whom mult all this pother be ? 

e emperor of Germanee, 

= Or great mogul is coming, 

h cating, drinking, dancing, finging, 
h canon firing, bells a ringing, 
Such trumpetting and drumming ! 


A I R. 


All this for a poet—-O no 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago ? 
How can you jeer one, 

How can you fteer one, 
A poet, a poet, O no, 
*T'is not ſo, 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago: 
It muſt be ſome great man, 
A prince, or a ſtate-man, 
It can't be a poet—-O no: 
D 2 


Your 


| (28 1 
, Your poet is poor, 
Wl And nobody fare, 
| Regards a poor poet I trow : 
4 The rich ones we prize, 
Send 'em up to the ſkies, 
But not a poor O no 
Who liv'd lord knows how long ago. 


1 ei AT IVO. 
1 Yet now I call to mind, 
Our learned Doctor boaſted, 
One Shikſpur did ef all mankind, 
Reiceive from heav'n the moſt-heag —— 


That he could wonders do, 

And did *em o'er and o'er, 
Raiſe ſprites, and lay 'em too, 

The like ne'er ſeen before. 


— — 


A conjurer was he ! 
Who with a pen in hand, 
Had earth, and air, and ſea, 
And all things at command, 


. 


O' er each heart he was ruler, 
Made em warmer or cooler, 
Could make *em to laugh or to cry: 
What we lock'd in our breafls, 
Tho? as cloſe as in cheſts, 
Was not hid from the conjuror's eye: 
Tho' fins I have none, 
I am glad he is gone, 
No maid could live near ſuch a mon, 


4 CS -3 Fl 
uc ſaw ye he knew ye. 
Foul look thro and thro? ye, 
S Thro' ſkin, and your fleth and your cioaths, 
ad you vanity, pride, 
"Witty follies beſide, 
e would ſee em, as plain as your noſe : 
2 Tho? fins 1 have none, 
I am glad he is gone | 
No maidwould hve near ſuch a mon. 
Let us fing it, and dance it, 
—Mejoice it, and prance it, 
That no man has now ſuch an art; 
What would come of us all, 
Both the great ones and ſmall, 
Phould he hve to peep now in each heart: 
4 Tho? fins I have none, 
E Jam glad he is gone, 
No maid could live near ſuch a mon. 


* 


8 Set by Dr. Anus. 


O curb the will with vain pretence, 
1 Philoſophy her force employs, 
And tells us in deſpite of ſenſe, 
XZ That life affords us no real joys : 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If L prefer my blifs to yours 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, 


Pince you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free, 
Maſt I be happy only then, 

3 When], ! ſhall ceaſe to be ? 


by 
* 
7 


It 


Yon take that for fact which will ſcarce be found wit, 


1 
Such idle whiins my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my 5115 to yours, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, 


_— cw 


— — n 


EAR Chloe, how blubber'd is thy pretty face 

Thy cheek's all on fire, and thy hair all un- 

curl'd ! 4 
Pr'ythee quit this caprice, and, as Old Falſtaff ſays, 


Let's &*en talk a little like folks of this worid « q N 
How canſt thou preſume thou haſt leave to deftro; N vn 
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keep» nn 
ing? Fas 

2 W 


Thoſe looks were defign'd to inſpire love and joy— | 
More ord'nary eyes may ſerve people for weeping, Wl 


To be vext at a trifle, or two, that I writ, 


Your judgment, at once, and my paſſion, you 
wrong; 


Odds life! muſt one ſwear to the truth of a ſong? 
The god of us verſemen, you know, child, the Sun, 
How, after his journey, he ſets up his reſt ; 
If at morning o'er earth *tis his fancy to run, 
At night he reclines on his Thetis's breaſt. 


So when, wearied with wand'ring all day, 
To thee, my delight, in the ev'ning I come 

No matter what beauties I met in my way; 
They were but my viſits, buy you are my home. 

Then finiſh, dear Chloe! this paſtoral war, 
And let us, like Horace and Lydia, agree; 


Fer 


11 


4 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet ſublimer than me. 


F- 
PAY EVE; or, KATE of ABERDEEN. 
g Sung at VauxHaALL, 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

1s Jo wanton with the winding ſtream, 

And kiſs reflected light: 

„Jo courts be gone | heart-ſoothing ſleep, 

. Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 

„ua 1 May's wakeful vigils keep 

With Kate of Aberdeen. 


gs . hy nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Til morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis d May: 
he nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis d May, when ſeen, 
(ot half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, ; 
As Kate of Aberdeen. y 


tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
ll new-wak*d birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 
it ter approach the lark miſtakes, 
e. And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 
ond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 


Ti Kate of Aberdeen, 


or Now 


Now blitheſome o'er the dewy mend, = 
Where elves diſportive play, M1 01 

The feſtal dance, young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing the love-tun'd lay, 

Till May in morning: robe draws nigh, j 
And claims a virgin queen ; *2 

The nymphs aid ſwains cxulting cry, f 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ | 


3 Ree And 
— — 1 q J C 
Y the ide of the ſtream, at the foot of a hill, ( 


— — 


met with young Pheœbe who lives at the mi! | 
My heart leap: with joy-at io pleafing a fight : 
For Pkzbe, i vow, is my. only delight. 


I told her my love, and ſat down by her ſid, 3 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my bride; 
In anger ſhe ſaid, get you out of my fight, 

And go to your Phillis you met her laſt night. 1 
Surpriz'd, I reply'd, pray explain what you mean ; 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen ; 1 
Nor can I concieve what my Pheœbe is at. 

O can't you, ſhe cry'd, well I love you for that. 


Say did you not meet her laſt. night on this ſpot ? 
O Collin, O Collin, you can't have forgot: 

I heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat; 
You ſtill may deny it; I love you for that. 


*T is falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phcebe, believe: 
For Mat is a rover, and means to decieve : 
You very well know he has ruin d young Pat; 


And lure my dear charmer muſt hate him for that. 
x : Come 


Y 
he 
» I 
n 
n 


1 


me, come, then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind, 
WM! own 'twas to know the true ſtate of your mind; 
Tranſported I kiſs'd her, the gave me a pat; 

made her my wife, aud ſhe loves me for that, 


HERE the jeſſamin ſweetens the bow'r, 
6 And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
Ind the roſes refreſh'd by the * 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 
a cottage retired there lives 
TX Young Colin and Phcebe the fair: 
T he bleſſing each other receives 
In mutual enjoyment they ſhare 3 
Ind the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain 
ng in praiſe of fair Phœbe and Colin her ſwain, 


ide; 


1 4 ER FE - N 
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. "us" ada oi + 


e ſweet of contentment ſupply 

The ſplendor and grandeur of pride, 

o wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 

Whilſt bleſt with this beautiful bride : 

e wiſhes no greater delight, 

Than to tend on her lambkins by day, 

nd return to his Phœbe at night, 

His innocent toil to repay; 

nd the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
Fhey're as conftant as Colin who lives in the dale, 


* 
Sh mY 3.26. 


in; 
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If delighted the loyer appears, 
The fair-one partakes of his bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kits 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 
That's praRis'd in city or} court, And 


18 ] 


Wl * And thinks happineſs no where compleat, 

| 1 But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort, 
1 And the lads tell the laſſes they'll die in deſpair, 

j Unleſs they are as kind as Phœbe the fair. | 

| 


| Ye youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
J And each innocent fair-one betray, 
ö No longer be faithleſs in love, 
140 The dictates of honour obey ; 
| if Ye nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
| The charms of the mind, when poſleſt, 
i Will dignify thoſe of the face; 4 
| | And ye lads, and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has Join'l, 
| if | Like Colin be conſtant, like Phacbe be kind. 


| The REJECTED LOVER, 
Eſolv'd to love, I Polly woo'd, 
| The nymph I did adore ; 
I ſigh'd and pin'd, as lovers do, 
What cou'd a youth do more ? 
No nymph was &er ſo fair—I thought 
Her eyes like ſparkling ore: 
I us'd all arts as lovers ute, 
And no one could do more, 


But ſhe for love diſdain return'd 
Tho' kneeling I'd implore 

Yet ſhe was deat to ev'ry figh, 
And I cou'd do no more, 

O ſay ye youths ! was this not hard? 
That I'd no pitying pow'r, 


| ao in * 
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Wit]! in vain fo oft ſhould plead, 
g Po oft, in vain adore ? 
ir, ength, quite weary'd with defpair, 
Wceing ſhe'd not comply; 
y degrees, reſum'd the man, 
And Polly did defy. 
or fighs and tears I found were vain 
No pity cou'd implore ; 
It'd cach ſoothing tale and fong 
What cou'd a youth do more, 


0 Polly now no more, my mule, 
y heart's once only ſtore; 

d all that a man could do, 

nd no one could do more. 

Wewel! ungrateful girl, farewel, 

hat ever liv'd ſince Adam, 

nothing more than this to ſay, 

our humble ſervant, madam. 


_— 


, BY 


2 


AVE woman and wine there is nothing in life 
That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it: 
n the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded with 
F care. | 
Wear woman and wine only cure it. 


Wc on, then, my boys, we'll have women and wine, 

Ind wiſely to purpofe employ them; 

a fool that refuſes ſuch bleffings divine, 

hilft vigour and health can enjoy them. 

" ſhall be old, bright, and ſound, my dear 
ack, | 


o heighten our am'rous fires ; 


1 , 

WM 
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Our girls young and ſound, ſhall kiſs with a {inuch, Þ : 
And gratify all our defires. J 


— 


Sung by Mrs. BaDpeLy, at Vauxhall, 
Jockey was the blitheſt lad, 9 
iM That ever maiden woo'd; ' 


When he appears, my heart is glad, 
For he 18 kind and good. 

He talks of love, whenc'er we meet, 
His words with rapture flow; 
Then tunes his pipe, and fings fo ſweer, 

I have no poww'r to go. 


I! | All other laſſes he forſakes, 
| And flies to me alone; 
1 At every fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 4 
He buys me toys, and ſweatmeats too, '» 
And ribbons for my hair; 2 
No ſwain was ever half fo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 

If Jockey is but by, 
For I alone am all his care, - 
= When any danger's nigh. 
wo He vows to wed, next Whitſunday, 
— And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 

To be young Jockey's wife! 


. CA — — — 
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The MULBERRY TREE. 
Sung at the JUBILEE, 


'd Ehold this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the tree, 
D \Vhich, oh, my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was e 
by thee; 
3 a relick I kiſs it, and bow at thy line - 
hat comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine, 
hat comes from thy hand, &c, 

All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree, 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree. 

J Bend to thee, bleft mulberry, 

Bend to thee, bleſt mulberr | 
Matchleſs was he who vlanted i thee, 
And thou like him immortal ſhalt be, p 
And thou like him, &c. 


i 
trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, | 
ho ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads ſeep | 

the ſky ; 1 
curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, | 
Jo root out the natives at prices ſo dear, | 
A | All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree, &c. 


be oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, | 
*FÞ&cſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt ; 
A f the fir we make ſhips, there are thouſands that fight, 
i t one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write, 
4 All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree, Kc. 


4 I Hiloſophical Clara had fix'd in hen breaſt 
FThis maxim, That ev'ry thing was for the beſt. 
1OL) E 


* 


= 
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In ſunſhine, or rain, at the park or the play, 

She ſtill was good-humour'd, was happy and gay, 
The ſorrows of others Wer mind ne'er impreftt, 

Her replies were to all, Why *tis all for the beſt. 


Kind Nature had bleſt her with all the ſoft charm: 
That give to Love's ſubjects ſuch painful alarms; 
Her manner was eaſy, engaging her air, 

Her voice was delighttu!, her perſon was rare: 
Yet their ſighs and their praiſes ſhe turn'd to a jet}, 
And anſwer'd them all, Why *tis all for the beſt. 


The love-breathing ſonnets that to her were made, 
Were genteel and pretty and witty, ſhe ſaid ; 

But whether the praiſes were juft and fincere 
She did not een wiſh, nor ſhe did not e'en care; 
For wiſhing and hoping was all a mere jeſt, 

And whatever happen'd was all for the beſt. 


But Cupid, determin'd to conquer her pride, 

And throw her philoſophy quite on one fide, 

Sent 27 well guided, which pierc'd thro be 
cart, 

She loves, and ſhe ſighs, and complains of the ſmar 

Her companions, alaſs, turn it all to a jeſt, 

And cry, Clara, you know, it is all for the beſt, 
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Fase went from me *cauſe Delia was by, 
u 


Her ſuſpicions were groundleſs, ſhe ſaw in mn 8 
t Jealouſy is ſuch a villainous elf, Bo 
Tr will often find means for to torment itſelf, 
Soon Florella return'd, and her anger was o'er, 
And all her ſuſpicions are thought on no more. 
100 


Lt W1 


old her I lov'd her, I told what was true, 


gay Ind my paſſion till death ſhould her beauty purſue : 
. e ſmil'd like an angel to hear me complain, | 
zeſt, | Ind bid me ftill hope a relief for my pain 
arm Pour truth J admire, your pathon deplore, 
m?; will be a great while e're I ſay any more. 
et I ſaw, by her eyes, ſhe could hardly ſay No, 
>; d begg'd her permiſſion - permiſſion to go: 
a jeſt, de ſtarted to think I could leave her—and cry'd, - 
lt. Tis ſtrange you would leave her for whom you'd 
lade, , have died 
Young maids muſt be woo*'d—but the conflict is o'er, 
My bluſhes ſpeak for me, I need ſay no more, 
e; vot'ries of Venus, the precept attend, | 
du'll find what I ſay is all true in the end. ; 
W hen the fair-ones ſeem coy, and angry ſay No, 
Wont mind them; be fearleſs ; attempt for to go. 
is better by far than to ſigh and deplore, b 
rohe Pou'll find the ſcale turn d but 1 need ſay no more» j 
k | 
_ The CONSTANT LOVER, f 
t. E guardian gods that round the fair 4 
— On downy pillows hover, = 
Fh, whiſper ſoft in Sylvia's ear | 
= m Ho tenderly I love her: 
ſexe; rain 1 try to hide my art, 
"MW That which I moſt diſcover ; 
a Pine eyes, alas, betray my heart, : 
And tell the nymph love her. 
I toll * E 2 Her 


1 


A 2 


Her boſom, white as mountain ſnow, 
Her breath more ſweet than clover, 
Her cheeks, where bluſhing roſes glow, 
Conſpire to make me love her. 
Hc: ſoftneſs, innocence, and eaſe, 
Her wit and mein do prove her 
Completely form'd by Heav'n to pleaſe, 
Then how ſhould I not love her. 


But oh, forbear ! your frowns do kill, 
Your ſmiles can yet recover, 
And ſince my fate attends your will, 
Oh ſpure your ſupplant lover. 
But all my vous are loſt in air, 
Nor can my numbers move her; 
Muſt Collin loſe a nymph fo fair, 
And ſhe ſo true a lover. 


— — _ 7 . _ 


EE Mira, fee the lilly fair, 
The bluſhing roſe juſt newly blown; 
Then view your lovely face, and there 
You'll find thoſe beauties all your own, 


— = Then... 


But ah! how ſoon their colours fade, 
And all their fragrant ſweets decay ! 
So will your charms, my beauteous maid, 

And blooming youth ſoon haſte away. 


With virtue then adorn thy mind; 
That beauty, time can ne'er deface ; 

In that, unfading charms you'll find, 
W hen robb'd of.ev'ry other grace. 


8 


= 
8 


o 1 * 
8 4% 
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& ſordid av'rice claim no part 

Within this tender gen'rous heart ; 

be that heart from falſhood free, 
EDcvotcd all to love and me. 


S Pelia was ſat in an arbour retir'd, 
| To paſs ſome dull moments away, 
gung Strephon, who long had the fair. one admir'd, 
hy accident came in the way. 
Pe arrows of Cupid ſhe long had defy'd, 
Of love ſhe knew nonght of the matter, 
© hard was her heart, and fo great was her pride, 
Poor Streph::n could ſeldom come at her. 


Fa 


fortune now kindly had granted his boon, 
The fair-one was full in his view, 
— d what was ſtill better than all, was alone, 
| Ah, what could a young lover do! 
gaz d and he frgh'd, and cautions drew near, 
Tho' he ardently wiſh'd to be at her; 
length he broke filence, and thus to the fair 
Declar'd what he conld of the matter. 


told her her 72 were moſt languiſting ſwect, 
= Then prais'd her white neck and her arms; 
beanties ſhe only was juitly complete, 
That Venus had not greater charms, ws 
We ſeem'd to attend to his love-ffowing file,  * 
Yet ſaid that each man fill would flatter: 
—Wowe'er, reply'd ſhe with a hope-chearing ſmile, 
1 Ill conſider again of the mattef. - - - 


E 3 Tho 


or 


The youth ſtill proceeded—and ſoon the fair ma; TM 1 
Felt a paſſion as ſtrong as his own ; f 
Love hover'd unſeen that day in the ſhade, = 17 


The paſſion of Strephon to crown; | 
To the temple they went, and by Hymen were ty 
The village was all of a clatter : 
Young Strephon' d a bridegroom and Delia a bride, | 
And o there's an end of the matter. f 


— — — — 
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The NORTH COUNTRY 488. 
Sung by Mr. Dis pix at Ranelagh. 


HERE was a fair maiden her name it ws 
Cillian, 
Her manners were ſage, though her carriage was fre: 
You ſcarcely would meet ſuch a girl in a million, 
Her charms were the pride of the North Country; 
All ſhe ſaid came fo wittily, / 
She danc'd with ſuch grace and ſhe chaunted { *; 
prettily, | 
Nor Madames of France, nor Signoras of Italy, 
Could cope with this laſs of the North Country, 


Rich lords and fine gentlemen crowded to woo ke; * 
Each begging her moſt humble ſeryant to be; ſ 
Some 1 coach and horſes, ſome proffer'd goldu 
er, 
Some cloaths and fine jewels moſt gorgeous too ſee; i 
But in vain all their bravery, 1 
She ſaid flat and plain ſhe ſaw through then 
kuarerr, £3 


ald 


(- 44 3 


And rather would pafs her whole life-time in 


{lavery, 


| 4 han bring ſuch diſgrace on the North Country. 


it wi 


is free, 


ury; 


ted { 


aly, ; 


Int going one day to the wood with young Roger, 

Fo gather ſweet poſies for he and for ſhe, 

y Cupid obſerv'd them, a comical codger, 

nd hid himſelf ſnug in a ſycamore tree; 

Out he drew from his quiver, 

A ſhaft that a heart made of marble would ſhiver, 
He ſhot, there was none the poor maid to deliver, 


Ind down fell the laſs of the North Country. 


Y Hobus, meaner themes diſdaining, 


To the lyriſt's call * ; 


And the firings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair. 


iefs throughout the land victorious, 


Born to conquer and to ſpare, 
W cre not pallaut, were not glorious, 


Till commanded by the fair. 


e p 


qu the works of mirth or merit, 


Which the ſongs of art prepare, 
ave no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 


But as borrow'd from the fair. 


2Rca'on is as weak as paſſion ; 
But if you for truth declare, 


ble Forth and manhood are the faſhion, - 


"A 
fd 


Favour'd by the Britiſh fair. 


'The 


” _— — — 
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[ 44 ] 
The 
WW: I was a young man I long'd 


To know what the world was a doing, 


To London with others I throng'd, 

Nor knew well what I was purſuing. 
But good lack-a day, what a din ! 

I through the croud icarcely could buſtle; 
In every place I was in, 


To paſs the folks I had a tuſtle. 


Rut what I did moſtly admire, 

Was the buſy air of each creature; 
Which ſeem'd ſo their thoughts to inſpire, 
Dull care was impreſt in each feature, 
In higheſt and loweſt degree, 

Odzookers, in every ſtation 
They all politicians would be, 
And govern and ſettle the nation, 


I found it a folly to roam, 

Such hurry and buſtle was teazing : 
The joys I had taſted at home, 

A thouſand times ſure were more pleaſing, 
So back to our hamlet I came, 

And ent'red in Hymen's ſoft fetters, 
With Dolly, my fond loving dame, 

And left care and ſtrife to "OY berters, 


DETERMINATION, 


. 
* 
I 
q X 
5 


8 hems 80 arbve I chane d to fray, 
A I met yaung Phillis on her way; 


1 den 3 ** 


25 
©; ; > 
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it w like light” ning to herarms, 

Id gaz'd in rapture on her charms : 
r 100ks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 

l ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 


In eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, 

Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; 

SW puſh'd me from her with 2 frown, 
yd call'd me bold preſuming clown: 
While I confeſs'd myſelf to blaine, 

' {till ſhe cry*d, © fye tor !tame. 


tender fighs I told my love, 

Bd pledg'd my taith on things above; 
ſhe, like all her lex, was ſhy, 

Wd, though I ſwore, would not comply: 

e | perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 

till ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, 

Bll lovely Phillis be a bride? * 

70: hark ! I hear the tinkling bell ; 

© church let's go—it pleas'd her w ell 
9d ſoon a kind compliance came; 

t ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


bi Hymen's bands have made us one, 
Wc j0\s we taſte to few are known; 
jealous fears our boſoms move, 

r conſtant each, we truly love : 
nou⸗ declares I'm not to blame, 

r longer eries, O fye for ſhame. 


THYRSIS 


„ 
THYRSIS and LAURA. 
Set by Mr, Love of Norwich, 


nir 


EE nature caſt her ſweets around, 

Daiſies and vi'lets deck the ground : 
And warbling birds do ſweetly ting, 
And tune their notes to hail the ſpring. 

| And tune their notes, &c. 

Then haſte my fair one haſte away, 

Let us like them enjoy the May, 

Let us like them, &c. 


„ ak 
Thy pleafing form and artful tale ' 
Which can with any maid prevail, 

Will only to my ruin prove, 

If Hymen does not crown our love. 
Without him, ſwain, I'll ne'er obey, 
Though Love and you ſay, taſte the May. 


i 
Behold, my fair, yon turtle dove, 
With what delight, ſhe meets her love; 
No bands their mutual fondneſs cloy, 
Without that clog, they life enjoy, 
They never yicld to Hymen's ſway, 
But love 1 frolick in the May. 


You, Thyrſis ne' er ſhall me deceive ; 
Thy flatt'ring oaths I'll ne'er believe: 


_ <—_— - 


; C473 1 

if the marriage bands you'll wear, 
then be vours, but elſe forbear, 
then conſent without delay, 
Id with my ſhepherd hail the May, 


T HTR SIS. 


loſe my freedom, or the fair, 

ow the fate that I muſt ſhare; 

t rather than 111 Laura loſe, | 
ch pleaſure Hymen's bands I'll chuſe : 
Pen let's to church without delay, 

d then with tranſports hail the May. 


DUETT 0. 


Runa. Ye fair, ne'er truſt the ſwain you love. 
ys. Ye ſhepherds from the fair ne'er rove, 
pru. But if you'd laſting pleaſures claim, 

Let Hymen crown the mutual flame 5 
Then without fear you'll ſport and play, 
And then with tranſport hail the May. 


DING DONG BELL. 
Sung by Mr. Dis Dix, at Ranelagh. 
Fanny was as fair a maid 
| As any in the town, 
id I a ſtout and hvely lad 
3 Asc'er mow'd clover down: 
Then ſhe agreed to tie knot 
l thought of nothing elſe, 
I thought, &c, 
The knot was ty'd, 
Fan was my bride ; 


Nor 


| 1 
Nor did I grudge the king hi lot, 
When ding dong went the bells, 
When ding dong went the bells. 


8 RL Torr” ok —— — 
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Nor did I grudpe the king his lot, = * 

When ding dong went the bells, MW di 

Our ſagar kiſſes, honey words, nile 

We never thought too much, © WM: 

I dare be ſworn no knights or lords, ple 

E'er gave their ladies ſuch; Fo fel 

To plow went I, to ſpin went the, = / 

And all the pariſh tells Fler 

How Ralph and Fan Tua. 

Their loves began, ww 

With joys that none can greater be, "I 

When ding dong went the bells. n 

Rare times were theſe but ah ! how ſoon, © = 
Do wedlock's comforts fall, 

The days that were the honey-moon, la 


Are wormwood now and gall, | . 
Whate'er of furies they invent, 
Broke out from flaming cells. 


You now may ſee 8 \ | 


In Fan and me, 
We fight, we ſcold, and both repent, 
J hat ding dong went the bells. 


The LI BB ERT INE. 
Sung at Marybone. 
HEN firſt, by pow'rful Love ſubdu'd, 
W The jilt Amanda I purſu'd, 
And told my filly tale; Eo | 


HO HED 2 — 


18 1 


Bc other ſwaius by Venus led, 


gh'd, and hung my ſimple head, 
Still hoping to prevail, 


y hapleſs flocks were left a prey, 


= A: ſtupid as a log; 

W pleas'd to run whene'er ſhe bid, 

v fetch ſome ſtraggling lamb or kid, 
As humble as her | ug 


When duſky eve drew on ; bchold, 
Nas mine her bleating flocks to fold, 
And, ah, diſaſt'rous tale! 

That will not ſtupid lovers do? 

milk each night the wincing cow, 
And then bring home the pail. 


laſt I rous'd and view'd each ſwain, 

ho like myſelf made up her train, 
And ſnivell'd, ſigh'd, and ſwore 

rag'd Lcurs'd each clownith elf, 


a vow'd 1 then would free myſelf, 


And be a flave no mare. 


pw free from care as free from love, 


Mon ſair to fair the plain J rove, 


To pleaſures ever new 3 
thus, and they'll refign their charms 
2 eaſy conqueſt to your arms; 
But fly if you purſue, 


F 


hile I through groves and meadons ſtray, 


THE 


| 1 50 1] 
| | HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, all ſatirize | 
ö fair | 
In proſe and rhime, and ftrains ſublime, their foil, 
they declare; 
The kind are bold, the chaſte ars cold; theſe prudi 
thoſe too free; 
Ye curious men, come tell us then, what muſtaw 


| man be ? he 

! : 

| But hard's the taſk, and vain to aſk, where optics Bt we 
untrue 


The muſe ſhall hear th'indicted clear, and prove d 
crime on you : 

The rake is cloy'd when ſhe's enjoy'd, on whom li 
wiſh was plac'd ; * 

The fool ad affects the pride, and rails (to be 
tate, "i 


But not like thoſe the men of bliſs their ſure cs 
rion fix; I 
Now Wiſdom cries, my ſon ariſe, and vindicate's Ay 4 
ſex; 1 
Tis theirs to prove the ſweets of love, which oe 
never ſhare, 
An evidence that none have ſenſe, but who adoñ] 1 
fair. 4 O 


03 


» 


Ye lovely race, with every grace celeſtially imp, 
"Tis yours to quell the cares that dwell within 
human breaſt ; Their 

; 


BW: 
Wbeauty's voice our ſouls rejoice, and rapture wakes 
to mirth ; 
Jove deſign'd. th'enchanting kind to form an 
heay*n on earth. 


h ev'ry art, to win the heart ye dear iuſpirers try, 

Wh native charm with faſhion arm, and let love's 

Ss light'ning fly; 

hence, ye grave, your counſel ſave, which youth 

, but {ts at nought, 

a women ſtill will have their will; and ſo I think 
F they ought. 


A MASQUE 

e firſt A of TIMO N of ATHENS, 
vas laſt Seaſon performed at the Theatre-Royal 
7 in Richmond. 

Baccnaxalians and Attendants on Corip. 
crrarivE accompanied. (Miſs Radley.) 


ARK, how the ſongſters of the grove 
Sing anthems to the god of love ! 
nc: , how each am'rons winged pair 

| Love's great praiſes fill the air, 


» 
4s CHORUS. 
n ey*ry fide the charming ſound, 
ef Does from the hollow woods rebound ! 


i FF. AIR. (Miſs Radley.)) 
little fouls great love inſpires 
K chearful notes and ſoft deſires; 


1 

While heat makes buds and bloſſoms ſpring, ; 

Theſe pretty couples love and fing, DT 0 
In this fott circle all things move, = 

And man ſubmits to mighty Love. 


RECITATIVE accompanicd. (Mr. Dibdir,) | 


Purſue ſuch idle freaks no more, 

The pow*r of Bacchus we adore ! 

Love makes you languiſk, figh and pine, 
8 


But happineſs attends on wine. - 
AIR. (Mr. Dibdin.) | ; 
Drink, and feel the ſov'reign juice, Find 
Mirth and jocund life impart ; | 4 nd 


Wine can trueſt bliſs produce, 
Bacchus ever charms the heart. 


Drink and in the balmy bowl 
Drown the ſor:ows of the ſoul. 
CHORUS of Bacchanalians, t 
Thus care ſhall be baniſh'd, thus laughter ſhall reg, bY 
For Bacchus gives pleaſure, while Cupid gives pai. 
CHORUS of Attendants on Capid. 
Thus wine ſhall be baniſt'd, thus beauty ſhall rig) 0 
For Cupid gives pleaſure, while Bacchus gives pa. at 
RECITATIVE. Bacchanalian, \ q 4 
Let mighty pow'rs no more diſpute their ſway, ; 
But join and bid the willing world obey; _ 11 
When both their conqu'ring forces are combin':, WM 
In adimantine chains they hold mankind, 3 


DUETTL 


. = 


Cl 


1 1 
T UETTO. (Mr. Dibdin and Miſs Radley.) 
Let laughter and wine 
Let friendſhip and love 
Hence ever combine 
} 0 In harmony move ! 
| 8 Our voices we'll raiſe— 
Let muſic too join 
To echo the praiſe 
"x Of Love and of Wine. 
; , CHORUS. 
Rind Love ſhall with rapture our Wine thus improve, 
| And Wine ſhall exalt and give vigour to Love. 


Sung by Mr. RanNisTEs in the Padlock, 
Houghts to council—let me ſee— - 
5 Hum to be, or. not to be, 
hufband, is the queſtion, 
W cuckoid muſt that follow? 


y Say what men will, 
Wedlock's a pill, 
Bitter to ſwallow, 
_ And hard of digeſtion, | 
al. L Pot fear makes the danger ſeem double. | 


y, Hymen, what miſchief can trouble n 
peace, ſnould I venture to R 
* My doors ſhall be lock'd, * 7 2 
My windows be blockd; 
Nei houſe, - . ..c. .--.. 
Not ſo much as a mouſaũũũũũ 
Then horns, horns, I defy you, 
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HE lark's ſhrill notes awake the morn; 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn, 
The yellow harveſt, ſafe from ſpoil; 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
Ofer which he tells the jocund tale, 


—— 


—_ 


HILST on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia who can ſpeak my blits, 
Who the tranſport I'm enjoying, 
When thy baliny lips I kiſs ? 


Ev*ry look with love inſpires me, 

--Ev'ry touch my boſom warms ; 

Ev'ry melting murmur fires me, 
Ev'ry joy. is in thy arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes how ſoft they languiſl.! 
Feel my heart with rapture beat; 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When the tranſports are ſo great. 


Look not ſo divinely on me, 
Ccelia, I ſhall die with bliſs ; 

Yet, yet, turn, thoſe eyes upon me 
Who wou'd not die a death like this? 


_—_ 


— 


HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 

And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 

o ſtrange does it 8 that, in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be-found? 
O, frien+ 


I 


Not more that trembling wretch would give 
nother day or year to live, 

Than ] to ſhorten what remains 

f that long hour which thee detains. 

P! come to my impatient arms: 

=D ! come with all thy heavenly charms, 


3 ſaw young Damon come this way, 


WP 
D, friendſhip thou balm and rich ſweet'ner of lite, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrive, 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 

ut empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


ow much to be priz'd, and eſteem'd is a friend, 

n whom we may always with ſafety depend ? 

ur joys, when extended, will always increaſe ; 
Ind griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
hen fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear 
T heir kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip fincere ! 

Fet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
Vo longer to court you they eagerly preſs, 


— 


O him who in an hour muſt die, 
| Not ſwifter ſeems that hour to fly, 
T han flow the minutes ſeem to me 


hich keep me from the fight of thee. 


t once to juſtify and pay 


The pain I feel from this delay. 


— — 


— —— 
Y cautious mother t'other day, 
Cry'd, Polly mind me, do 


And fear he came to you; 


9 of 
l You know he's gay, and thought a rake, 
f So never welcome make him. 
Thus I get ſcolded for his ſake— 
I wiſh the deuce would take him. 


| *Tis true I met him in the grove, 
He gently graſp'd my hand, 

Then ſigh'd, and talk'd more things of love 
Than I cou'd underſtand, 

And who'd have thought that we were ſeen 
But of ſuch tricks I'll break him, 

If he won't tell me what they mean, 
The deuce ſure ought to take kim. 


I often feel my boſom glow, 
With warmth I never knew ; 
If this be love that haunts me ſo, 
What can a virgin do? 
Indeed, for pipe, for dance and ſong, 
Gainſt every ſwain I'll ſtake him; 
But if he tantalizes long, 15 
I hope the deuce will take him, 


They ſay from wedlock ſprings delight 
Then let him ſpeak his mind.; 
I've no objection to unite, 
With one ſo fond and kind, 
My mother, though too apt to pry, 
"To difohngé Pm lth" 
| Howe'er I'll wed, then all her c: y 
| | Will be deuce take 'em bet . 
a OX: 0 „„ him, 


. x 


. 


W | 
4 1 met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love. 
So I aſk'd the dear nymph if ſhe'd tarry a while, 


| For here tis unfafe with a ſhepherd to ſtay. 


Dear Phillis, I cry'd, don't refuſe my requeſt, 
ZFOt all nymphs in the village tis you I love beſt ; 


7 
» 
2 
. 
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4 


4 onſtant, fond, you ftill ſhall find me. 


| To the jefſamine grove ; {till ſhe anſwer'd, No, no, 


+] 
Sung at VAUXHALL Gardens. 


Entleſt breezes waft him over, 
To the diftant ſultry iſle ; 

ore will ſhield from harm the rover, 
Fame be kind, and Fortune ſmile. 


or an age you mult not leave me, 
Nor to fartheſt climates roam; 

4 Jon't too ſoon of joy bereave me, 
Hope mutt bring the wand' rer home. 


Think of her you left behind ye, 
And to tender vows be true; 


Peace, poor heart, dear youth adieu. 


—— 


A HINT to the FAIR-S EX. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall, 


AST Mayday I rambled the meadows along, 
To hear the ſweet linnet's and goldfinch's ſong, 
hen juſt by the cloſe ſhaded jeſſamine grove 


ranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a ſmile, 


Oh, no, ſhe reply'd, therefore leave me | pray, 


Then why be afraid with your ſhepherd to go 


You 


os 1 


You men are deceivers, and love to enſnare, 
And my mother oft told me of men to beware; 
No longer perſuade me, purſue your own way, 
For here tis unſafe with a ſhepherd to ſtay, 


Lord bleſs me, I cry'd, you're of late grown a pride; 
Do you think, my dear girl, I'd attempt to be rade! 
Lis the ſeaſon for love, to the grove let's along, 
Where Pl! tell you a tale, or I'll ſing you a ſong. 
Prithee Damon, ſhe cry'd, don't attempt to perſuads, | 
Or by cunning beguile a poor innocent maid, | 
The grove may have charms, now the ſeaſon is gay, | 
But there *tis unſafe with a ſhepherd to ſtay. 


Well pleas'd with her virtue, I tenderly cry'd, 
Have nothing to fear, for ll make you my bride z 
For long I've beheld you the girl to my mind, 

So to Church let us go—then may Phillis be kind, 
My tale, O ye fair, is a leſſon for you: f 
'Tis marriage alone that will prove the ſwain true; 
If before, to the grove you're too cafily won, | 
The ſwain may be falſe, and the maiden undone, 


The SLIGHTED LOVER 
Sung by Mr. VER xox at Vauxhall, 


Ovely maid, fair beauty's pride, 
Do not thus my blifs deny ; 
Ceaſe my tender love to chide. 
Why 1o cruel, Daphne, why ? 


Kindly to my wiſh incline, 
Why will Daphne faithleſe prove & 


4 


00.3 


dow my ſoul is wholly thine, 0 
hd my heart is form'd for love. 


hy thus flight a faithful ſwain, 
Fno to love was ever true? | 
i by thus give that boſom pain, 1 
le! hich ſo long bath ſigh'd for you ? 


— 


2 
— * 


I Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 


6 And it may be they 4well there ſtill, 9 
| ach riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 1 
„ WF They kept a ſmall farm and a mill: 


at fully content with what they did get, 
T They knew not of guile or of arts; 
Ine daughter they had, and her name it was Bet, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts, 


ut-brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ftrait, 
Her eyes were as black as a floe 

J Wilk-white were her teeth, full ſmart was her gait, 
| And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 


l thick were the clouds, and che rain it did pour, 
No bit of true-blue could be ſpy'd, 

child wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door, 
Its mam it had loſt, and it cry'd, 


Foung Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
he babe ſhe hug'd cloſe to her breaſt ; 

e chaf*d him all o'er, and he ſmil'd as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt: 

Nut who do you think ſhe had got for her prize? 
& Why Love, the fly maſter of arts; | 
o ſooner he wak'd, but he dropt his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts, 

4 Quoth 


Quoth he, I am love; but oh, be not afraid, 


I 60 1 


ark 


Tho? all I make ſhake at my will, KY 
So good and fo kind have you been, my fair wii, Þ © 
No harm ſhall you feel from my 1kill : ; 
My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs bun e, 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill; b 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater then ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown-hill. 


2455 Pala 

HERE mall Celia fly for ſhelter, _ 

In what ſecret grove or cave ? 1 he 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, Z 1 

From the young, the gay, the brave: Eh 
Tho? with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, . 

Still ſhe longs and ſtill ſhe burns; b 

Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's areher, Ty 

Whereſoe'er the damſel turns. . 

Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 1 


If diſcretion guide us not, 
Sometimes are the rufhan's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot ; 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer ; 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion, thou' rt a jewel, 
Or our grand mammas miſtake, 

Stintiug flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and aw ke; 

Would you keep your pearls from tramplecs, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the bauns Mark 


1 
ark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


al —— — 


A L/AEMON lov'd Paſtora, 


" Paſtora ligh'd for Damon; 
| But Damon lov'd Aurora, 
= Aurora young Palæmon. 
— | Falzmon gave Paſtora a wreath and ſhepherd's crook; 


And Damon gave Aurora a knot and reaping-hook 3 
Paſtora gave to Damon a cap with chaplets crown'd, 
Aurora gave Palzmon a pipe with hazel bound. 


he cap with chaplets crown'd young Damon gaye 
; Aurora, 
The pipe with hazel bound Palzmon gave Paſtora ; 
The wreath and ſhepherd's crook Paſtora gave to 
3 Damon, 
| The knot and reaping hook Aurora gave Palæmon. 
So croſſly turn'd their preſents went, 
Their loves ſo odly varied, 
That every token which was ſent 


'$ Its true deſign miſcarried. 
ug Sung by Mrs, ARNE in the Padlock, 
6 AS I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep, 


£3 On youder plains a flock of ſheep, 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day, 
1 a 5 
My ex es at feed, my lambs at play. 
Or would ſome bird that pity brings, 

But for a moment lend its wings, 
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My parents then might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold : 


Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 


But ſpite of all away I'd fly. 


6 NE 


— — 


0m DUUDB e 


Sung by Mrs. WercasEL at Vauxhall, 


L aſſerts his powerful reign, 
Like a tyrant owns his ſway ; 
Love tho? ſweet oft gives us pain; 
Sometimes ſad and ſometimes gay, 
Since the age of ſweet ſixteen, 
When the men do moſt adore, 
I to love a flave have been, 
Kiſs'd and courted o'er and o'er. 


Jockey is a bonny ſwain, 
And has ſtole my heart away, 
Still I feel an anxious pain, 
If he's abſent but a day. 
But whene'er the blooming boy 
Comes at night upon the green, 
Then my heart is fill'd with joy, 
Then I'm happy as a queen. 


When the charmer talks of love, 
Doubts and fears diſturb my breaſt; 
Shou'd he &er inconſtant prove, 
This poor heart will ne'er have reſt. 
He of late is fonder grown, 
And has ſworn to love for life, 


\ 


I 


Jt he'll take me for his own, | 
7 1 muſt be young Jockey's wite. 


die PRUDENT SHEPHERDESS. 
4 Sung by Mr, VerNoN at Vauxhall. 


: 8 1 went to the wake that was held on the green, 
| I met with young Phœbe, as blithe as a queen, 
A form ſo divine might an anchorite move, 
And J found (tho' a clown) I was ſmitten with love; 
Sol a\'d for a kiſs, but ſhe bluſhing reply'd, 
Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you muſt be deny'd. 
Lovely Phœbe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 

#1 vow Iwill kiſs you, —here's nobody by. 
{ 


No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, *tis the ſame, 
For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame; 
801 pray let me go, I ſhall ſurely be miſs'd, 
$ Beſides J'm reſolv'd, that I will not be kiſs'd. 


Lord bleſs me, I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you refuſe, 
A tew harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: 

The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 
So come, my dear girl, to the wake let us rove. 
No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I mult firſt he your wite, 
= You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me tor lite. 


I'll erer be conflant, good- humour'd, and kind. 
Fo! kiſs when I plewe, for ſhe nc'er ſays ſhe won't; 
I And I kiſs her ſo much that I wonder ſlie don't, 


G 2 Sung 
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Sung by Mr. DispiN in the Padlock, 


EAR heart, what a terrible life am led! 
A dog nas a better, that's ſhelter'd and fed: 
Niglit and day 'tis de ſame, 
My pain is dere game: 
Me with to de Lord me was dead. 
Whatc'er's to be done, 
Poor black mult run ; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo everywhere 
Above and below, 
Sirrah come, ſirrah go, 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
Oh! oh! 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


— — — — / —_— lt 


COLIN's Morning Addreſs to SYLY1.\ 
By Mr. Apam SMITH. 


EIIOLD, my love, the roſy morn, 
With ruflet mantle ſpread ; 

Again the infant tendtils ſhoot 

On ev'ry lawn and mead. 
In ev'ry ſhrub wiſe Nature view, 

Her various laws diſplay'd; 
Daiſies, cowilips, violets too, 

In different ſuits array'd, 
What hoary winter once had crop'd, 


And chill'd with nipping cold, Sol 
| 015 


Mw 
Fol's influence now revives again 
With ravs of burniſh'd gold. 
The early lark, that hails the morn, 
. | See jelly tow'ring flies; 
Hark how he tunes his throat to love, 
| And rends the vaulted ſkies. 


The ſhepherd with his fleecy care, 

With wanton kidlings play, 

Then ſtroaks his dog, —Poor fellow cries, 
And pats the head of Tray. 

Poor Tray is pleas'd, and wags his tail, 
lle knows no other pride, 

Than watch his maſter while he ſleeps, 

Or taddle by his fide, 


Let us embrace thoſe ſylvan ſcenes, 
And imitate their bliſs ; 

To prove my vows and love ſincere, 
I'll ſeal them with a kiſs. | 
Then bleſs d with Sylvia ſhall I prove, 
Fach wiſh, each ardent figh, 
And ſpring will twenty times appear 
More ſweet, if ſne comply. 


— 


— — — —— — 
* Sung by Mr. Dipix in the Padlock. - 

| 1 ET me when my heart a finking, 

- Hear de ſweet guittar a clinking z 

When a ſtring ſpeak, x 

= ouch moofic he make, 

6 e ſoon am cur'd of linking. „ 


3 


11 
Wid de toot, toot, toot, 
Ot a merry flute, 


And cymbalo, 
And tymbalo 


he 


To boot, 
We dance and we ſing 
Till we make a houſe ring, N 
And ty'd in his garters, old mail may ſwing. | 
— — —— — — Iv 
OUNG Colin ſeeks my heart to moy e, 17 
And ſighs and talks ſo much of love, Shu 
He'll hang or drown l fear it: Fall | 
Of pangs and wounds and pointed darts, Its 
Of Cupid's bow and bleeding hearts, 1 


I vow I cannot bear it. 


He ſays I'm pretty—mighty well, 
And witty too—that's better Kill, 
And ſenſible I ſwear it: 
But words we know are nought but wind, 
Unleſs he*ll freely tell his mind 
I vow I cannot bear it. 


The ſhepherd dances blythe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play, 
l own like to hear it: 
But downcaſt looks, and hums and haws 
So badly plead a lover's cauſe, 
I vow I cannot bear it, 


I wiſh ſome friendl « $9.09 or ſwain 
Wou'd bid the b boy ſpeak plain, 
lid wed him, I declare: it * | 


FE... a0 


? hen pluck up courage like my ſex, 
he honeſt youth no more I'd vex, 
But wed him, I declare it. 


—— —— — — — 9 


Sung by Mr. Ver xoN in the Padlock, 
IT N vain you bid your captive live, 
] While you the means of life deny ; 
zive me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give 
* To him who muſt without you die. 
Shut from the ſun's enliv'ning beam 
3 Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue ; 
Its ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 
And me exiſt depriv'd of you. 


| 3 DESCRIPTION of a MAN oF WAR in Battle. 


EIG H anchors, my lads, ſee, the enemy's near, 
Down with the bulkheads and cabins, ſeg 
your gun-room you clear, | 
Up hammocks, down cheſts; ſee all things in th 
N hold; i 
And between decks are right, ſo courageous and bold. 


Pore and aft, my lads, ſee you have freedom to fight; 
ever fear, my bold boys, but we ſhall ſoon be right, 
aſte away with all ſpeed, hoiſt out your Engliſh flag, 
1 wins a golden chain, boys, ne'er fears a wooden 
0 eg. | * 
Hard to 1 bid the gunner prepare, and make 
7 ready; 5 | | 
on old dull blockhead at helm, fetch us a cogue, ſtea- 
„ dy, zounds ſteady, | : 
1 Mind 


r 


en 


17-8 
Mind you the helm, for ſhe gains a pace, 
She crouds no more ſail, ſince ſhe ſees us in el:ace, * 


She backs all her ſails, to ſhew ſhe does not fear us, 


But we will ſoon her courage try, ſince we W/ 
brought her ncar us. 


. me, 

Come, her colours are out, ſhe's a French man of Ne 
war, | 

We're within gun-ſhot, have at her Begar. ny 


Come, gunner, give her a gun, and try how ſic HEI 
us 3 | bri 

She's too hardy to run, and too ſturdy to ſtrike tons, Þ Þ 

Come, jolly hearts, play your parts, every man to ki 
ſtation, 

When you're upon her, remember the honour of ti: | ec 
Britiſh nation. 


Huzza! my brave boys, do they think to out brave us? Muz 

It's our own. country's cauſe, if we die, that wi! Þ 
ſave us: 

Come, my lads, fire on her, bear cloſe down upon her, 
pour a broad ſide into her; 

Since ſhe is bent to defy us, to fight us, and try us, 
a taſte of our courage we'll ſhew her. 


Bring all your ſtarboard guns to bear ; come my lads, 
fire away your middle tire, moſt bravely done, 
my boys: 
Who could fear that would hear this thundering 
noiſe, 
She fires, thick, come now, my lads, be quick, return 
| her kindneſs freely ; 
For quick and wort makes better ſport, than ſtanding 
: _ illy-ſlally. | 


© 
= 


* 
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me about ſhip, as quick as thought, looſe your lee, 

g run out your lines, ſet them free: 

F u Point your main vard ; zounds, you dull blockhead, 

bar! helm's at lee: 

eme, jolly hearts, ſpeak when you're ready, 

"10: © Show yourſelves true Britiſh lads; faint hcart never 
won a fair lady, | 

oſt bravely dotie, my boys, we have maul'd, her by 

„ their hurry, = : 
| brighter deed ſure ne'er was done, my Britiſh boys, 

. before ye. 

Noſt bravely done, my boys, we have blown her ſides 

1 in ſnatters, 


— 
— 
— 

- * 
OT 


tie e cron ds more fail, and fain wou'd run, but ſhe's too 
. lame and ſhatter'd, | 
„ Wuzza ! ſhe's ſinking 5 Huzza! ſhe's ſinking, 
e, how they ſqueak, and are thinking 
, To avoid pale death, they leap into their grave: 
er, Sch cowardly French dogs that are atraid to die, 
ſhall ne'er be conquerors over the brave. 
us, Wow the danger is over, let us make to the ſhore; 
Put firſt fill the bowl, that every brave ſoul may drink 
5 4 alarge portion: 
e, nilſthe that is flain, and ſwims in the deep main, 
hall pledge us, ſhall pledge us, in the brine of the 
8 | 9 ocean. 
N 4 Sung by Mrs, WRICUszLL at Vauxhall, 


8 VV E verdant woods, ye chryſtal ſtreams, 

" BB On whoſe enamell'd fide 

char d the ſun's refreſuing beams, 

While Jockey was my guide. No 
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No more your ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 

Poor Sylvia's love- ſick mind; AI 
No rural ſcenes can give me eaſe, 

Since Jockey proves unkind, 


Come gloomy eve and veil the ſky C 
With clouds of darkeſt hue; ; 

Wither, ye plants; ye flow'rets die, | 
Unchear'd with balmy dew. 


Ye wildly warbling birds, no more 
Your ſongs can ſooth my mind; 

My hours of joy, alas! are o'er, 
Since Jockey proves unkind, 


I'll hie me to ſome dreary grove, 
For ſighing ſorrow made, 

Where nought but plaintive ſtrains of love 
Reſound through every ſhade. 


Where the ſad turtle's melting grief, 

With Philomela's join'd, 

Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 

Be warn'd by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit, 

Tho? Love's own eloquence perſuades, 
»Tis all a dangerous cheat. 

Fly, quickly fly the faithleſs ſwain, 

- His baffled arts deſpiſe 3 | 

So ſhall you live exempt from pain, 


While hapleſs Sylvia dies. l 


£92 1} 


By Mr. ADaM SMITH. 


Ho you fair train of Britain's Ifle, 
= To you my lyre I ſtring; 
Each charm's reſplendent lovely ſmile, 
My muſe intends to ling, 
Sach charms as clevate the ſoul ! 
Whence ſecret raptures ſpring ;. 
pur wit and ſenſe inſpire the whole, 
And reigns a god within, 


Ye gods! of what angelic hue 

Do you, ye fair, appear, 

am'd Titian's pencil never drew 
Such charms as thoſe ye wear. 
air lovelieſt tints ambitious glow, 
And emulate your charms ! 
AW aratt's ſoft touch could never ſkew 
Such lovely beautcous forms, 


y verſe in grateful tribute flows, 
All rapturous does declare! 
My muſe her richeſt wreaths beſtows 
Io praiſe the Britiſh fair: 


With days of bliſs the fair ! 
nd Liberty and Love abound, 
Be every Briton's prayer, 


N J 


© ADDRESS to the BRITISH LADIES, 


lay Britain &er with peace be crown'd, 
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SS. 
Sung by Miſs Davis at Marybone, 
Y daddy is a croſs old man, 


He'll ne'er part wi' his gear; 
My mother ſhe's a ſcolding wife, 
Has all the houſe in fear: 
But let them ſay, or let them do, 
It's a' ane to me, 
For he's low down, he's in the broom, 
That's waiting on me, 


My aunty Kate fits at her wheel, 
And ſair ſhe chides at me; 
But well I know it's all envy, 
For ne'er a Jo has ſhe, 
But let her, &c. 


My couſin Jane was fair beguil'd 
By Johnny 1 in the glen, 
Aud e' er ſince that ſhe cries, Beware 
Of falſe deluding men, 
But let her, &c, 


Sly Sandy he came late one night, 
And aſk'd when I ſaw Pate; 
And &er ſince that the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late, 
But let them, &c, 


Sung by Mr. TayLqs at Marybone, 


EASURE, goddeſs all divi ine, 
Come, O come, my ſoul is thine; 


1 
„ 
0% i 


13 27 
re, O come with gracelul air! 


pe and drive away dull Care, 


Kc that ſuits with ſordid minds, 
ch a5 fear, or av'rice binds 
16h, ſullen, human brutes, 

oſe alone, dull Care beſt ſuits. 


ing with thee fweet dimpl'd Love; 
qupid will with Pleaſure rove ; 
kcechus, too, mult join the train 
cchus prompts the jocund itrain 3 


Jerry Momus, too appear; 
Womus, is a foe to Care: 

t me, let me join the choir 3 
Weaſure is my ſouPs deſire. 


Il with Bacck us, to's the glaſs ; 

nd with Cupid toaft my laſs; 

r with wagerſh Momus laugh: 
Thus l' love, and thus I'll quaff. 
Wence with all your ſober rules, 

retched pedants, prating fools 3 
Jutly morals, I deſpiſe, | 
ove and mirth can make us wiſe. 


— 


Old WHITELEY's FAIR BESS. 
Sung by Mr. Apam SMITH, at Richmond. 
IND nature, afiſt me, for art I have none, 
4 Nor know I the fair ones of Ida's high throne, 
Net modeſtly aiming my nymph to addrets, 
ell you what chartns me in Sweet little es. 


Cor: H She's 
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She's pretty, indeed, ever modeſt and nczt. e 
Her features exact, and her ſhape is complete; 
With one hidden treaſure that better can blaß. 
And that's the pure mind of my Dear little Let. 


Ter perſonal beauties may fade in a year, 
But mental perfections attrattive appear, 


Without the affiftance of di'monds or dress, ple 
And ſix the faſt empire of Sweet Norfolk ken, bre 
Tho' ſtation'd 1a life on this perilous ſtage, che 


The prop of her parents and pride of the age, 
The ſoul's well exaltcd, ſhe looks ncthing le., 
They ſtill muft admire my Sweet pretty beſs, 
In raptures all view her, the old and the vouny, 
And doat on the ſound which flows from her tonga 
All, all, for her company eagerl» preſs, 
So attracting's the mind of my Dear little Bets, 
Ye proud, perf and dull, who on riches rely, 
is happineſs only can lure the chaſte eve; 
O! cou'd you but view her, it right I can guet, 
With me you'd be charm'd with Old Whiteley's iz! 
Bets. 


—_— 
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Sung by Mrs. Pix ro, at Marybone 
S Jockey and Jenny ſat in the cool ſhave, WR 
Young Jockey was happy, and happy ti: 
maid 3 f 
She bluſh'd, and ſhe cry'd, Dear Jockey, with ther, 
My lite, tho in bondage, wou'd ſeem to be free, 
Jockey to Jenny, his paſſion to prove, 
der hand gently preſs'd his eyes dartinglote, 
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d out in a tranſport, Was ever a pair, 

% appy as Jockey and Jenny the fair! 
Stent with each other in humble retreat, 

. y court not new beauties, nor envy the great ; 
Pl] not quit his nymph, nor the nymph quit her 
| ſwain, 

I. 5 that's falſe, or for riches to gain. 


„„ breathes the pipe, her ſweet voice tunes the ſong : 
IF they, hand in hand, walk the green vallies 

ge, along; 

Intent with true pleaſure, their footſteps attends, 
r jockey and Jenny, are lovers and friends. 


ing hile rovers leave Silvia, for Chloe's bright eyes, 
dagen Aminta purſue, and fair Chloe deſpiſe, 
We pure flame of love, in their breaſts will ne'er 
. burn, 
ad their nymphs learn from them, to be falſe in 
their turn. 


„ Pckey and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd cot, 

e they're ſtrangers to care, bleſs Fate for their lot; 
gay ones, and fair ones, who'd true pleaſure 

— ſhare, 

conſtant like Jockey and Jenny the fair. 


9 S AD LE R's WELLS. 
bung by Mrs. BRAU ON r, at Sadler's Wells, 
The Words by Mr. Ap AM SyiTH, 


I) EFORE this gay circle once more we appear, 
D With mirth, wine and muſic to hail the new 


year, 
H 2 Rongh 
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Rough winter no longer cruſts o'er the gay pH 

Or checks the enjoyments of each Sylvan (i, MW 
Now round the tall May pole they dance, ns 8 © 


play. 
All hailing the ſpring, like the lark the new da.. 
Freſh pleaſures the ſeaſon each boſom in'pire, 
And welcome the ſpring in its checquer'd attire, 


No more ſhall deep ſnows o'er each valley be for 
But daiſy and cowſlip ſhall lift up their head; 

For rural delights you all quit the dull town, 

And Tom, in the meadow, gives Sall a green gon, 
While Doll, Nell and Sue, in their homcſpun dr, 
Are each with their ſweethcarts as blithſome as May, 
Here mirth from droll fancies dull humour diſpel; 3 
And wine drowns your ſorrow at gay Sadler's Wells 


Old Time e'en himſelf, in a humour is half, 

For a moment to ſtop and join in a laugh. 
Harſh zealots may preach up penance and forro, 
To-day is the time---a fig for to-morrow, 

All innocent ſports were, .believe me, deſign'd 
To quicken the ſenſe and enliven the mind; 
All care from each boſom our paſtime diſpels, 
Such, ſuch is the Lethe of gay Sadler's Wells, 


Kind friends I no longer the time will prolong, 
But beg your protection for this little ſong; 

No pains ſhall we ſpare all your mirth to advance, 
But gay as the morn we will lead up the dance, 
O! let us, but in your efteem be ſet down, 
Your. hands prove the ſignets, our labours you crown, 
No more in my breaſt then anxiety dwells, _ 
But each night bid you welcome to gay Sadler ma 


1 
A BURLESQUE, 


On Where ſhall Cœlia fly for ſhelter ?? 
By Mr. Apam SMITH. 
ELTER ſkelter, doctor Fauſtus, 


Cœlia's flown the lord knows where; 
Por mamma is on the fret, fir, 

And papa docs curſe and ſwear, 

Dor mamma, &c. 


done ehs and ſonnets more prevailed on 
an. : Charming Cœlia's heart and mind 
Mar, nn'd with muſty morals ever, 

vel, WE Ever to the houſe confined, 


Vell inn'd, &c, ; 
Df diſcretion, ſhe'd too much on't, 
F Virtue, piety and ſtuff, 
og, From ſuch nonſenſe Cœlia flew, Sir, 
' FE Left her mamma in a huff. 
What girl of ſpirit e'er can ſcoff, 
Or ſay, the maid's to blame? 
Make but Cœlia's caſe her own, 
= She'd vow ſhe'd do the ſame. 
Liberty, O! thou'rt a jewel, 
Which the old ones us debar, 
Put oft the cuffs are flung in ſpite, 
Of all their caution, all their care. 
Farents, wou'd you have your children 
. Io your wiſhes, to your mind, 
Severe reſtrictions ever ſhun, 
| Reſtraiat too oft* perverts the mind. 
A H 3 Sung 
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Sung by Miſs Davis, at Marybone 


WH courted by Strephon, what Pains then 
1 took 


- thi 
r Pl 
the 


Each day on my charms to refine ! W hilc 
So much of an angel, he ſaw in my look, 85 

That he ſwore I was ſomething divine. Fr) 
Like Venus in beauty, like Juno in gait ; het 

Like Pallas, moſt wonderful wiſe ; hro 


And thus, of three deities fairly in prate, 
He purloin'd, to pleaſe me, the ikies. 

But when I was marry*d, more trouble he ſound 
To make me a woman again : 


My notions celeſtial, ſo much did abound, 
That a goddeſs 1 {till would remain. 


But finding that his adoration would ceaſe, 
My ſenſes at laſt were reſtor'd ; 

From ſablimity gently deſcending to peace, 
I beg'd to be lov'd, not ador'd. 


Be cautions, ye youths, with the nymph that you 
prize, 
Nor too much her beauty commend ; 
When once you Have rais'd the fair maid to the 
ſkies, 
To the earth ſhe'll not eaſy deſcend, 


nd 
But - 


_— 


Sung by Mr. TaYLok and Miſs Dav1s at Marybone 
D a mM oON,. 
HEN Phillis was faithful, and fond as ſhe's 
fair, 


With a chaplet of roſes I braided my hair; 


But 


f 2 

the willow, fad ſhepherd, muſt ſhadow my brow, 
ur Phillis no longer remembers her vow; 

po the groves with fond Colin my ſhepherdeſs flies, 
While Damon diſturbs the ſtill plains with his ſighs. 


„ 


think thee, falſe Damon, before you upbraid, 
hen Phœbe's fair lambkigs, had yeſterday ſtray'd, 
hro' the woodlands you wander'd, poor Phillis 
forgot, 
Ind drove the gay ramblers quite home to her cot: 
But a ſwain ſo deceitful, no damſel can prize; 
is Phoebe, not Phillis, lays claim to your ſighs. 


DAMO. 


Like ſummer's gay ſeaſon young Phcebe was kind, 
Ind her manners were graceful, untainted her mind; 
ho' the ſweets of contentment her cottage adorn ; 
Tho ſhe's freſh as the roſe-bud, and fair as the 
g morn; 5 
ho ſhe ſmiles like Pomona, thoſe ſmiles I'd reſign 
F/ ou'd Phillis be faithful and deign to be mine, 
4 PRILL IS. 
On his pipe tho' blithe Colin ſo prettly plays; 
ho' he lings ſuch ſweet ſonnets, and writes in my 
q ez | 
Wo he choſe me his true - love, laſt Valentine's day, 
0 hen _ ſat, like bridegrooms, all pair'd on the 
Rf; 
could * the gay ſhepherd far, far from my 
i mind, 
WP Damon the rover, were conſtant and kind. 
| | Damon. 


then 


4 


04 


[ 8 J 


Damon, 


5 | | Fine folks, my dear Phillis, may revel and range; " 
110 But how fleeting the pleaſure that's founded on He“! 
Wit | change ! be 
The villager's cottage, ſuch happineſs brings, ru! 
That peaſants, with pity, may look upon kings. Vn. 
Punt ie. 
To he coo then let's haſten, our traſports to 

in 
— * 1 

And Phillis will always prove conſtant and kind. Pat 
; D AMON. Th. 

To — — then let's haſten our tranſport to - 

ind, =. 

And Damon will always prove conſtant and kind, 2 

— — _ Gi 

A NEW SONG, * 

Written by Mr, Adam SmiTH, and ſung by him at 3 

the Theatre-Royal on Richmond Green. . 

Y the mo I oft have been charg'd with neg- Was: 

lect, 


For the bottle, they vow, I have greater reſpect; 
They carp at my conduct, my words they entwine, 
My Betſy they cry up—but down with my wine: 

I ſometimes muſt own they my ſpirits perplex, 
But ſay what they pleaſe, * 4. the dear ſex. 
Love and Truth is the motto of Cupid's great ſhrine, 
But Bacchus's motto is Mirth, Love and Wane. 


Give 


Nou my way's another — I'll treat her in kind, 


ire me love as its meant, and I care not a ſtraw 
Of the ſame give me wine, and in neither's no flaw. 
ince love was the great and creative deſign, 


1 
5 
} 


=, 


dire reaſon but room, take a moment to think, 

Er intipid's the lover who never cou'd drink 

let him once taſte the ripe juice of the vine, 

Hel ſoon be convinc'd of the force of good wine. 

DV verve me, ye fair, this maxim ne'er ſcan, 

Pl! be a truc lover, but keep up the man; | 
What's wine without love? Let the ſages define, 

Or, tell me, je lovers what's love without wine ? 


Grave prudes they may rail, and all wond'ring de- 
: clare, 

4 How wulgar and drunken the fellows all are!“ 

But under the roſe—now, a truth P11 define, 

The huſſeys themſelves love a bumper of wine. 

Hc is not the lover, when Chloe does frown, 
That runs to a brook with intention to drown z 4 


Or, if I mutt drown, it ſhall be—1n good wine, 


4 La « 


So, to heighten that love, was ſent us good wine. 


ö 


Say, why ſhould one bleſſing another annoy, J 
Since each was deſign'd us in turn to enjoy ? 


et the puny tame lover for beauty repine, 
2 No love 18 like that— that's inſpir'd by good Wine. 


* — ͤ—k — — yY — 
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c Sung by Mrs. Sur u, at Finch's Grotto Gardens. 4 
a * HEN ever I wed Pll have all things my | 


way, 


In nothing I'll er be debarred; ö 
For | 
h 
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For ſooner than eber he my will ſhou'd gainſay, 
Ud rat it I'll never be marry'd. 


So many have thought, perhaps, you may ſay, 
And oft in this point have miſcarry'd ; 
But it ſignifies nothing, I will have my way, 

Or rat it I'll never be marry'd. 


To be ſnubb'd and be fool'd, that I never can bear, 
For that, faith, I always have parry'd ; 

And before that a man ſhou'd be maſter, I ſwear, 
Ud rat it, I'd never be marry'd, 

Shou'd — go awry, he ſhall frown and ſhall 

. chide, 

If abſent I chanc'd to have tarry'd : 

On my word, mighty fine, on ſuch terms to be ty d, 
I wonder who'd ever be marry'd, 


I plenty of ſweethearts have had in my time, 
And each thought the day to have carry'd ; 

Some courted in proſe, and others in rhyme, 
But none of the fools I e'er marry'd. 


For the way to live eaſy, is ſingle to be : 
In wedlock what hopes have miſcarry'd ! 

No fellow in earth ſhall e'er controul me, 
For, rat it, I'll never be marry'd. 


Every ge 


ELL me, cruel Cupid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſt befetl me, 
In a moment ſo to quell me; 
He but woo'd I and was won : 
In a moment, &c, 


Ev'ry 


| Ev'ry Kl 


kvry 


Till | 
Til 


Let met 


Make 


For hin 


1, ala 
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Er'ry kind expreflion charm'd me, 
Ev'ry tender look alarm'd me, 
| Ev'ry gentle ſigh diſarm'd me, 
| Til | lov'd but him alone; 
Till 1 lov'd, &c. 


Let me then on love relying, 
Make a merit of complying 5 
For him happineſs denying, 
i, alas! &. 


— 
— ——— — 
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Tie CH AC E. ACANT ATA. 


Set to Muſic by Mr. Apa m SMITH, and ſung by him 
at Richmond, and by Mr. Kea, at the Theatre in 
Birmingham, 


RECITATIVE. 


OW faintly glimm'ring in the eaſt, 
Sol brings on the ling'ring morn, 

As lath to quit fair Thetis? breaſt 3 

|F Thedew beſpangles ev'ry thorn ; 

| The herald lark ſalutes the ſkies, 

And bids the jocund ſportſman riſe, 


AIR. 


Hark the chace is begun 
See, yonder they run! 
And fleet as the wind the ſtag flies ; 
O'er mountain and dale, 
Thro' woodland and yale, 
His purſuers a while he dehes, 


Bt 
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But in vain is his ſpeed, 
They faſter proceed, 
In hopes to o'ertake him anon ; 
While Echo around, 
With the horn and the hound, 
Reſponſive reply ton ta ron, 


Thus we pleaſure obtain 
Without fickneſs or pain, 

Such a ruddineſs ſmiles in each face. 
Ye Jemmyvs prepare, 
Mount the ſteed if ye dare, 

And overtake health in the chace. 
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Sung at Vaux-hall, by Mrs, Wercnss!., 


AITHLESS Daman's turn'd a rover, 
From my longing arms he flies; 
Soon return, thou prejur'd lover, 
Or your haplefs Cahia dies. 


Muſt I longer pine and languiſh, 
Will you falſe and cruet prove ? 
Hither haſte to eaſe my languith, 
And reward your Cœlia's love. 
Faithleſs Damon's, &c. 


Think, O think how thus deceiving, 
Tender virgin's hearts are won 
Fooliſh maids, too ſoon believing, 
Are by faithleſs men undone, | 
Faithleſs Damon's, &c. 
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ö Sung by Mr. VęR NOx at Vaox-hall. 


1 


\ HAT is Chloe to me, or Lydia, the fair ? 

| Their beauties with thine, I cannot compare, 
TW at's Lydia's clear ſkin, or Chloe's bright eyes? 
ben Delia is near, their charms I deſpiſe, 


Fo ſay l'm inconſtant, and fain would perſuade, 
brofets the ſame paſſion to every maid : 
be fault is your own ; would you leave your reſerve, 


Ich fair I'd relinquiſh, thy love to deſerve. 


Fecher day, now for inftance, you vow'd in the 


8 


grove, 

ed meet your fond ſhepherd, and liſt to his love; 

paſſion wound high, your promiſe you fail'd, 
Chance brought the young Chloe, and Chloe pre- 

I vaild, 


Et Thurſday at wake, you declar'd on the green, 
ed dance with your ſhepherd, as ſoon as *twas 
4 cen ; 
. before I arriv'd, you choſe to depart; 

ene Lydia my hand, but thou hadſt my heart. 
But Delia, is haughty, and Delia is coy, 1 
u Delia, ere long, my flame will deſtroy ; vj | 
Then conſider, ye fair, while love ye deride, TA 
Fc llave you enſnare, may be freed by your pride, LEP 


KESAL- LOVES: 1 
A new Song, by Mr. Adam SMITH. by 311 
S Phillis and I together were ſat, | | 


Ki 
All rural, beneath a cool ſhade 3 p 1 
1 Buſ yd ſ 
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B 
Buſy'd In love and harmleſs chat, 
Where wayy branches play'd, 
Thus in contentment, joy, and love, 
We paſs our hours away: 
Endearments ſoft, my heart does moye, 
Her preſence rules the day. 


*T1s her I love; for her I live; 
No day nor hour I ſpend, 

But what with her my heart I leave, 
With Phi lis, my love! my friend! 

No, not a pauſe my rapture knows, 
Nor no tumultuous care; 

For more and more my ſoul it glows 
Intenſe upon the fair, 


Sweet ſocial joys, communion true, 
Our love no impulſe knows; 

With bleflings bleſs'd, forever new 
Our love dilated grows, 

Soon as Aurora plumes the eaſt 
And roſcate mantle ſpreads, 

Bedeck'd with health and happineſs, 
We joyous trip the meads. 


Like as the Sun in amber car 
His annual orbit runs, 

So ſhines my Phillis, beauteous fair, 
As bright as ſummer ſuns, 

Sedate her thoughts, a modeſt air, 
She ſcorns each impious art, 

With judgment juſt and ſenſe refin'd, 
She captivates my hear”, 
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1 
N L BF. 3 
kIMPLE Strephon ceaſe complaining, 


B Talk no more of fooliſh love; 
ink not, cer my heart to reign in, 
FT þink not all you ſay can move. 
Bd | take delight to fetter 
Thrice ten thouſand ſlaves a day; 
rice ten thouſand times your better 
Gladly would my rule obey. 

Simple Strephon, &C. 


Wc not her, who ſtill forbids you; 
Jo ſome other tell your moan ; 
Hufe where'er your fancy leads you, 
Leave Chlorinda but alone. 
Simple Strephon, &c. 


— 


n 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vaux- hall 


ReciTATive ACCOMPANIED. 


7 RIGHT dawns the day, with roſy face, 
D T hat calls the hunters to the chace. 


Arx. 


With muſical horn, 
& Salute the gay morn, 

heſe jolly companions to cheer ; 
With enlivening ſounds 
= Encourage your hounds 
o rival the Good of the deer, 


Would you find out his lair, 

Io the woodlands repair: | 

Wark, hark ! “' he's unharbour'd” they cry; 
I 2 


Then 


| 


[ 88 } 
Then fleet ofer the plain, 
We gallop amain— 
All, all is a tranſport of joy. 
O'er heaths, hills and woads, 
Ihro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind; 
The welkin reſounds, 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chant in a concert behind, 


Adicu to old Care, 
Pile Grief and Deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear; 
Vexation and pain, 
We leave to the train, 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear, 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a tay, 
Then eagerly ſeize ori the prize: 
The welkin reſounds, 
To the chorus of hounds: 
Shrill horns wind his knell—and he dies. 


— — 


e. 
The Words and Muſic by Mr. Apam SMITH. dug 
by Mrs. SM1TH at Finch's Grotto Gardens. 
TTEND all ye virgins, and liſt to my long, 
I'll warrant the truth, and it ſhall not be long; 
Tis a hint to that ſex who our virtue afſails, 
When favours are gräanted—they never tell tales. 
Wal 


\ ich oath 
They'd lay 


t defenc 


he favor 


Foung De 


He could | 
pity (h« 
ut little 


W hen, a 
' m 
Df her he 
nrag'd \ 
-* juftl 
hen tel] 
love al 
o, ma 
de deſpis 
You can 
[ou kno 


do ſoon 
ut fluſl 


e girls 
Ind lea 
hen t: 
ore t 


$1 
( 


. 19 3 

ich oaths proteſtations and ſighs the men ſwear 
They d lay down their lives in defence of the fair; 

t defence and protection no longer avails, 

he favour once gain'd, they forget and tell tales, 


Young Damon was dying, and ſwore by his life 
Re could not ſurvive, till he'd Sylvia to wife: 
pity ſhe liflen'd—he by art did prevail; 

1 little ſhe thought *ewas a different tale. 
When, alas, the dire change! ſoon found the poor 
A maid 
Df her honour and virtue ſo meanly betray'd, 
"dy was the nymph, at his pertidy rails, 

nd juſtly abhors him for treach'ry and tales. 


hen tell me, ye lords and ye maſters, I prav, 
love and protection, to ſooth and betray -? 

Wf o, may each man who ſo meanly prevails 

Ye deſpis'd all his life—for telling of tales. 

ou cannot be angry at what I relate; 

ſou know it a truth, and you cannot gainſay't: 
do ſooner the ſwain o'er a maiden prevails, 

ut fluſh with ſucceſs—he runs telling of tales. 


e girls act with caution, men's arts then beware, 
nd learn to avoid each intricate ſnare : 
Then take my advice, nor let faſhood prevail, 
Wdore the fond youth, but deſpiſe the tell-tale, 


Sung by Mrs, WercnssL, at Vauxhall, 


OU'D you wiſh to gain a lover, 
You mult all your hopes conceal 
I 3 Men 
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Men, inconſtant, will diſcover, 
What our ſex too oft reveal. 


Virtue teaches wiſe diſcretion, 
Fickle men are full of arts ? 
By a thoughtleſs, fond confeſſion, 
They ſeduce and ſteal our hearts, 
Wou'd you wiſh, &c. 


Shun, O! ſhun their ſoft perſuaſion ; 
Let not tears your paſſions move; 
But embrace the firſt occaſion, | 
When convinc'd they truly love, 
Wou'd you wiſh, &c. 


„ 


Sung by Mr. VE RNON, at Vauxhall. 


Venus, queen of ſoft delights, 
Accept a ſuppliant's pray'r? 
Who wiſhes to attend the rites, 
In which thy vot'ries ſhare: 
Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airs, 
Yet void of art or ſkill ; 
When he his unfeign'd love declares, 
For Patty of the hill, 


What ſtrains, O goddeſs! muſt he find, 
To melt her frozen heart, 

Since words can ne'er expreſs his mind, 
Nor &er his pain impart : 

Unleſs thy fon ſhall aid his lays 
And love in her inftil, 

In vain muft prove his artleſs praiſe 
Of Patty of the hill, 
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| | er voice 
Excee 
vain th 
. Like 
Hou ſhall 
The. 
ber is 
3 That 
Her ſoul | 
Ss She 
. Venu 
For 
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Per cheek with roſe and lilly vits, 
Her breath the ſweet woodbines 
\ſerior far unto her eyes, 

| The ſparkling diamond ſhines : 
* voice exceeds the linnet s notes, 
: 

i 


Exceeds the thruſh's thrill; 
vain they ſttive to raiſe their throats, 
Like Patty's of the hill, 


ow ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
The charm I moſt admire; 

her is ev'ry virtue join'd 

That paſſion can inſpire: 

Ker ſoul the graces all refine, 

= She ſtoops to reaſon's will; 

Pd Venus, —all the world—reſign. 


For Patty of the hill, 


* 


Sung by Mr. VIERNON at Vauxhall. 
DOETURN b, return'd, the ſeaſon of delight! 
Moft welcome to the long deluded fight ! 
The carth and ſky conſpire to chear the ſoul, 
Pd grateful joy falutes and crowns the whole. 
Tove calls, Love calls, and Hymen leads the way; 
W he ruddy 2 and maiden chaſte obey; 

The ſilken band of holy friendſhip tie, 


nd healthful raiſe a beauteous progeny. 


Poll on, roll on, thou lively nimble flood 
Df wanton ſpirits gay, and youthful blood; 
It h impatient lover ne'er ſhall know remorſe. 
f truth and honour guide his rapid courſe, 


* 


Strike 


MY 


Strike up, ſtrike up, add muſic to the ſcall, 


Where Love preſides, and Friendſhip js 4 gueſt ; A gloom; 
Subſervient mulic, friendſhip, wit and wine, e found 
To the bright pow'rs of female face divine le pouts 
hy - . other 
Sung by Mr. VIA NOox. 3 
7 WAS in the pleaſant month of May, AV ith fav 
When males and females ſport and ply Abroad, 
A wanton ſparrow full of prate, Put he, f 
With ſpouſy on a tree was ſat; rlengtl 
They talk'd how faithful they would be, A ba. K. 
And chirp'd eternal conſtancy : WT hey lit, 
The only thing that damp'd their ſport, Thus, at 
Was fear their lives would be too ſhort, A olile, 
But as from bough to bough they fly, FT his is 
Not dreaming any creature nigh, bat life 
For want of a more downy bed, —— 
Upon a twig with bird-lime ſpread, 1 | 
In haſte their fond regard to prove, Bert A] 
They take their little fill of love: I 
The only thing that damp'd their ſport, W for on 
Was fear their lives wou'd prove too ſhort, In the 


But pains to pleaſures ſoon ſucceed, 

To both it prov'd a fatal deed ; 

For tho? with eaſe they broke away, 

And baulk'd a ſchool- boy of his prey; 
The bridegroom in the haſty ſtrife, 

Was ſtuck fo faſt unto his wife, 

That tho' they us'd their utmoſt art, 
They quickly found they ne'er muſt part, 


E 


goomy cloud o' ercaſt his brow, 

e found himſelf he knew not how; 

le pouts and glouts, and peeviſh grey, 
Ws other angry huſbands do: | 
Mhene'er he mov'd, he felt her ſtill, 
oc kiss'd him oft againſt his will: 

With favours ſtill o'erwhelm'd her lord, 
Abroad, at home, at bed, at board. 


Nut he, ſtill obſlinate and flout, 
length, her ſtock of love was out, 
1 a.k to back, in diſcontent, 

WT hey lit, and ſullenly repent, 

Erhue, after ſome few hearty pray'rs, 
WA joltle, and ſome ſpiteful tears, 

WT his is the burthen of their ſong, 
a life 1s tedious and too long, 


4 Sung by Mrs. PiNTo at Marybone. 


Falk no more of love to me, 
4 All your ſuit will not prevail 
ſor one confeis a flame, 
In the humble flow'ry vale. 
WE cr each other long we've ſigh'd, 
= Equal beth, in birth and place; 
ö WIc's my only joy and pride, 
& Love can laugh at noble race. 


FE 


e 


Sung by Mr. VERNON at Vauxhall. 


was at the cool and fragrant hour, 
When evening ſtcals upon the ſky, = 
lat 


— ——_ — — —? ñ 0⁰ r 
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That Sufan choſe the woodbine ſhade, 


And William taught that grove to ſigh; Eis pra) 
The ſweeteſt damſel ſhe on all the plains, Who 
The ſofteſt lover he of all the ſwains. And ſwi 
He took her by the lilly hand, MLA 

Which oft had made the milk look pale : * Whe 
Her cheeks with modeſt roſes glow'd, 1 

And thus he breath'd his tender tale: He ad 
The liſt' ning ſtreams a while forgot to flow, A 
The doves to murmur, and the breeze to blow! he de 
«« O ſmile, my fair! thy dimple ſmiles 1 

« Shall lengthen on the ſetting ray ! bt 
& Thus let us melt the hours in bliſs, 15 

„Thus ſweetly languiſh life away; i 1 * 


“ Thus ſigh ourſelves into each other's breaſt, Tom 
„Loving as turtles, and as turtles bleſt.“ N Fel 


She ſigh'd and bluſh'd a ſweet conſent, 
He thank'd her on his bended knee; 


And warmly preſs'd her virgin lip x = 
Was ever youth ſo bleſt as he? f * 
The moon to light the lovers homeward, roſe, g 1 
And Philomela lull'd them to repoſe. & The 
* a = 
> Ws Mu Oh ay * © © Am 
Sung by Mr. VernoN at Vauxhall. l * 
ReciTaTive ACCOMPANIED. b ws 

T Delia's feet Philander figh'd „ 


But ſigh'd, alas ! in vain: 
The nymph, with ſcorn, his ſuit deny'd, 
And triumph'd in his pain. 


L981 
Att. 


Who with compaſſion heard; 
And ſwiſt as fly the beams of light, 
The god himſelf appear'd. 


On cruelty intent? 

He ſaid, and from his bow a dart 

Precipitately ſent, 

The devious arrow Ic its courſe, 

| The bow was drawn in vain; 

For Delia's eyes repell'd its force, 

And turn'd it back again. 

On Cupid's breaft it gave the blow; 

He felt the poignant wound: 

When ſtrait his ineffectual bow, 

Pell uſeleſs on the ground. 
AIS. 


Ihe god in anguiſh cries; 
For oh, alas! 1 feel my pow'r 
ſurp'd by Delia's eyes! 


Since I, of race divine, 


An equal chain with thine.” 


n 


is pray'rs to Cupid wing'd their flight, 


: « Where is this hard obdurate heart, 


E © Hence ill betide the luckleſs hour,” 


4 & Then deem not. ſwain, thy lot ſevere, 


=” Im thus compell'd, compell'd to wear, 


Sung by Mr. VERNON at Vauxhall. 
- "THE goodneſs of women ſome men will diſpute, 


But 1 ſhall their arguments fairly con{ute ; 


U de. 


* _ 


LG” ——_— - 
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Undeniably prove that they do what they O89! E Miſer, 


And, ſay what you will, they are never in fault. re 
You ſometimes object to their voluble tongues, Wiete 
That they harraſs your ears, and deſtroy their 0:2 i Wi 

lungs ; Ey, bire 
Should they talk, pretty creatures, from morning: bat lo 

night, WE Who: 
From fifteen to fifty, they're all in the right. | Ori 


* 
If reſentment againſt the fair ſex you conceive, Andr 
Give attention to ſlanders, and ſlanders bcliczc; . Ma 
Behold their ſweet faces, reſentment will fly, ho wag 
Vexation turn pleaſure, and jealouſy dic, EN or c'er 


The poets ſtrange tales tell of Orpheus you kno:,, Joys c 


How he follow'd his wife to the regions below; Me —_ 
But it muſt be a falſhood, becauſe one ſo fair, 2 wW. 


ki 6 
So lovely, and kind, was too good to go there, Erhat let 


No more at theſe charmers, ye unthinking, rail, AV ith lo 
But o'er your barbarity let 'em prevail; E 

Perfection to kings and the tair !ex belong, - þ 
For women, like monarchs, can never do wrong. 


HS 5 E Th. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON at Vauxhall, m tea; 


ISTANT fly thee, carping Care, 
D From the ſpot where I do dwell; 
Rigid mortals, come not there, Elis gr 
Frowns be gone to hermit's cell: That th 
But let me live the life of ſouls, 
With love, and laugh, and flowing bowls. 


uch ot 


1 
Miſer, with thy paltry pelf, 
Igive'gainſt thee my hate its ſcope; 
Wretch that liv'ſt but for thyſelf, 
Wich heart of ruſt that cannot ope : 
ly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls 
rhat love and laugh, o'er flowing bowls, 


E Who can let the penſive go, 
| Ortheeye that drops a tear, 
And not weed their minds of woe, 
| May not dare to venture here: 
ho can't be friends, can ne'er be ſouls, 
Nor cer ſhall quaff our flowing bowls, 


= loys on joys, O let me taſte; 

& Health and Mirth dwell at my gate; 
= Whilſt with eaſe my ſand doth waſte, 

* WhilftI bleſs the book of Fate 

That lets me live the life of ſouls 

AV ith love, and laugh, and flowing bowls. 


* * * n 


„ 
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Sung by Mr. Vr NON, at Vauxhall. 


T 4M a young ſhepherd, the pride of the plain; 

1 The laſſes all ſtrive my affection to gain; 

Im teaz'd by young Phillis, young Bridget and Sue; 
Pay, what wou'd you have ſuch a young ſhepherd do? 
cannot be eafy wherever I go, 

Nor know I the reaſon they follow me ſo ; 
Iss firange I am ſure, you will readily own, 
& hat tho' I refuſe they wo'nt let me alone. 


at night at the wake, when I danc'd on the green, 


* 


ich numbers came round me as never were ſeen; 
K To 


3 
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To be teaz'd in this manner no mortal culd! 
So I fix'd upon one, who is lovely and fair, 


Her eaſe and good nature, I vow and protest 
Have gain'd my affection beyond all the rell; 
She has wit, youth a d beauty. the paſſions to mor; 
And at laſt, I muſt own, I am ſmitten with lov... 


+Y® v 
Is 


— —— — 


Sung by Mr. Vr NON at Vauxhall. 


INCE artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit and their taſte and their genius pro 
claim, 
Come, aitend to my ſong, where you'll certainly fn!, 
A ſecret diſclos'd, for the good of mankind. 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due, 
I've found out a Padlock, to keep the wife true, 


Shou'd the amorous goddeſs preſide o'er the Came, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſſions intlame; 


Shou'd her beauty lead captive each ſofter deſire, 
And languiſhing lovers ſtill ſigh and admire, 


Yet fearleſs you'll truſt her, tho' thouſands may ſue 


When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true. 


Tho' the huſband may think that he wiſely reſtrain, 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement uv 


chains; 
How fatally weak muſt this artifice prove 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love? 
Thro jealouſy hence! bid ſuſpicion adieu, 
Reftraint's not the padlock to keep a wite true. 


Shou'd her fancy invite to the park or the play, 
All com, lying and kind, you muſt give her her wa 


WI. 


yr bile he 
4 Tis reaſ 


And, bel 


For the 


Tho! her 
Let the h 
Let dout 
Tis the 
They ne' 
Good-hu 


— — 
* 


Borne or 


= I com 


Ambrof 
The ce 


Lo 1 
nile her taſte and her judgment you fondly approve» 
pris reaſon ſecures you the treaſure of love ; 

And, believe me, no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 
Tor the fair-one is ſafe if you padlock her mind. 


Tho! her virtues and foibles ſhould frequently blend, 
et the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend; 
ct doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex,— 
Tis the charms of indulgence that bind the ſoft ſex ; 
They ne'er can prove falſe while this maxim's in view, 
EGood-humour's the padlock to keep a wife true. 


-of 


Sung by Mrs, WEIcHSETL, at Vauxhall, 


I/ HEN chilling Winter hies away, 

| I, Flora, re-aſſume my reign ; 
Borne on the wings of balmy May, 

& Icome to paint the wood and plain: 
EAmbrofial ſweets I have in ſtore : 

The cowſlip, violet, roſe appear; 
The "our and ſwains me pow'r adore, 
to wiſh my preſence all the year. 


. 
ö 


— DDD 


. Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 


IT ET fops with fickle falſehood range 
7 The paths of wanton love; 
Mile weeping maids lament the change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove : 
ut endleſs bleflings crown the day, 
I ſaw fair Eſham's dale; 
And ev'ry bleſſiing find its way, 
Jo Nancy of the vale 
| K 2 


1608 1 


| Far hene 
Freſh as the bord'ring flowers bloom, 


Far henC 


Her eye's all mild to view ; | But joys 

The little haleyon's azure plume, such ſuc 

Was never half fo blue: — 

Her ſhape was like the reed ſo ſleck, 8 
So taper, ſtrait and fair; : 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing check, O0 * 
How charming ſweet they were | l 
Ard wi 

Gary lordings ſought her for their bride, He tl 
But ſne wou'd ne'er incline ; For 

„ Prove to your equals true,” ſhe cry'd, 1 
As | will prove to mine: Racks: 

« *Tis Strephom on the mountain's brozy, Tod 


Has won my right good will; 
«* To him gave my plighted vow, 
* With him l'll climb the hill.“ 


Struck with her charms and matchleſs truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair, 

To her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow'd my future care : 

And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
And 1 her charms forego ; 

The ſtream that ſaw her tender love, 
That flream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


Let us, 


Sung by Mrs. PiN ro, at Marybone, 
83 breathing, the zephyrs awaken the grov:; 


Now, now, is the ſeaſon for pleaſure and love; 
Yet let no delights on your moments intrude, 
But ſuch as are fimple, and ſuch as are good. 


I 


par hence be the love that's by wantonnels bred ; 
Far hence be the pleaſures by vanity led! 


But joys which both reaſon and virtue approve, 


Such fuch, are the glory and pride of the grove. 


6 


O'er Sylvia to prevail, 
Ard with diſſimulation fraught, 
He thus addreſs'd his tale. 


E Now Winter's chilling blaſts are o'er, 
And Spring's prolitic reign 

Impels the bloſſom and the flow'r, 
Todeck the ſmiling plain ; 


Let us, my deareſt girl, repair 

To yonder bloomy grove ; 
For oh! I long to tell thee there 
How ardently I love. 


Wien Prudence, watchful for the good 
Of all who ſeek her care, 

Confeſt before the damſel ſtood, 

| And ſaid —of man beware. 


| j What tho' his words, as honey ſweet, 

& Seem all in candour dreſt, 

Vet art, the parent of deceit, 

Lies lurking in his breaſt, 

= Admoniſh'd by this faithful friend, 
The cautious maid reply'd,. 

The youth I to the grove attend, 

| Mult make me firſt his bride. 


K 3 


Sung by Mr. VERNoN, at Vauxhall 
NE April morn, young Damon ſought, 


Abaſh'd 


C103 J 

Abaſh'd ! the ſwain his purpoſe ſaw 
In blackeſt colours riſe ; 

Her honour ſtruck his ſoul with aye, 
And filPd with ſhame his eyes ; 


To church he led the lovely maid 
Fair Virtue's ſacred ſchool ! 

While Sylvia archly ſmil'd, and ſaid, 
Now—who's the April fool ? 


Set to Muſic by Mr. PoTTes, 


CHORUS. 


ITHER come, hither come, 
To the ſound of the drum ! 
Pleaſure courts you out to joy, 
Let us then the gift employ ! 


1 Mr. VERNoN. 
W  Sunmer's vernal ſweets abound, 
Sportive lambkins frolic round, 


Painted hills and dales appear, 
Flora decks the ſmiling year. 


Mrs. WzickszL. 


| Under fragrant, roſy bow'rs, 

Lovers pals the fleeting hours; 

my Nymphs and ſhepherds now are ſeen, 
| Dancing on the checquer'd green. 


CHORUS 
Hither come, &c, | 


WP von he 
IV iow cact 
Pacchus lt 
In a pobk 


All are he 
Puch the 
Wither ha 
oy and p 


ö $1 
Nou! 
A 1! 
AV 1th the 
Amidſt t] 
feel, I 
Wawn on 
Ay heart 
or joyf 
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Mr. VERNON, 
I; von hedge-row's pleaſing ſhade, 
View each jolly, toping blade; 
Pacchus lends his pow'r divine, 

Jn a goblet full of wine, 

N Mrs. PiN ro. 
Al are happy, all are gay; 

puch the bliſs of blooming May; 
licher haſte, ye ſons of mirth; 

y and pleaſure here have birth 

| CHORUS 
Hither come, &c. 


Sung by Mrs. Pix ro at Mary bone. 


its Hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles, 
WA Whoſe aid the woes of life beguiles ? 

With thee I'll rove, with thee V1 reſt, 

Wnidſt thy ſweet enchantments bleſt. 

feel, I feel thy gladſome ray, 

aon on my ſoul like riſing day! 

N heart no more ſhall feel its care, 

For joyful Hope inhabits there. 


1 


Sung by Mrs. Pix ro at Marybone. 


I JALE fear ſhall ne'er my glory ſtain ; 
m From pride theſe bluſnes riſe: 
Us noble ſcorn, 'tis high diſdain, 

That ſparkle in theſe eyes: 


Tho? 


( 104 J 


Tho' rigid virtue may aſſume 
Dominion o'er the ſoul ; 

O'er men and gods ſoft beauty's bloom, 
Still reigns without controul, 


nr 


Sung by Mr. Verxov at Vauxhall. 


F muſic can charm, and if love can invite; 
No lefs, roſy Bacchus, thou giv'ſt us delight; 
I love them, *tis true; but my bottle, I ſwear, 
Is at once the beſt friend, and phytician of care; 
But would a gay mortal taſte rapture divine, 
Apollo and Venus with Bacchus muſt join, 


tt 


Sung by Mrs. PiNTo, at Marybone. 
1 a ſever of the mind, 
Kindling fierce conſuming fires ; 

Sweet 1ts firſt approach we find, 

Raiſing new and ſoft deſires. 
Soon it fills with hopes and fears, 

Sighs and tremblings break the reſt ; 
Glowing wiſhes, waſting tears, 


Night and day diſtract the breaſt. 


_—_— 


Sung by Mrs. Arxe, at Ranelagh ; and Maße 
| BrowN, at Marybone Gardens. 
8 + of pretty maids let Cupid incline 


thee, 


T” accept of a faitful heart which now I reſign thee, 
i SeoOrning 


; 


| Rails 1 


There 


Brigb 


Well 
| Olr', 


| But, 


Ta 


Tue! 
And 


Buſt 
i But 


— — 


Y 
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Scorning all ſelfiſh ends, regardleſs of money, 
It yields only to the girl that's gen'rous and bonny ; 
Take me, Jenny, 
Let me win you, 
While Pm in the humour, 
Il implore you, 
I adore you, 
What can mortal do more ? 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſhyly: 
There's my hand, there's my hand, *twill never be- 
guile thee, 


| Bright are thy lovely eyes, thy ſweet lips delighting 3 
| Well poliſh'd thy iv'ryneck, thy round arms inyiting 3 
| Oft', at the milk white churn, with rapture, I've 
| ſeen them, 2 
| But, oh! how ve figh'd, and wiſh'd my own arms 
between them, 
Take me, Jenny, &C. 
$ I've flore of ſheep, my love, and goats on the moun- 
tain; 
| And water to brew good ale, from yon cryſtal foun- 
: tain 3 
4 ic too, a pretty cot, with garden and land to't, 
But all will be doubly ſweet, when you put a had 
tot, 
Take me, Jenny, &Cc, 


res 
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Set to Mufic by Mr. Baca. 
CHORUS. 
WY. nymphs and ye ſwains who love pleaſure, 
And jolly and gay, 
Would laugh down the day, 
And ſport to Mirth's frolickſome meaſure ! Oh, 


BS [- By 


Oh haften and come !—Aſk you whither 7 
We beckon you all to come hither, 


AIR. Mrs. Weicastr. 


Groves eccho with ſounds ſo endearing, 

The birds merry ſong, 

Enchants all day long, 
Then wakes the briſk pipe all ſo cheering ; 
To the dance then away.—Aſk you whither ? 
We beckon you all to come hither. 


CHORUS. 
To the dance then away, &c. 


AIR. Mr. VerxoN. 


All thought and all ſorrow we baniſnh; 

No ſigh, nor a fear, 

Can = to come near, 

At the bowl's brimming fight they all vaniſh 
Then quick come away.—Aiſk you wither ? 
We beckon you all to come hither. 


CHORUS. 
Then quick come away, &c, 


AIR. Mrs. PiN ro. 


This Love who is now ſo inviting : 
Here mildly he reigns, 


Over nymphs and their ſwain: 


With joys all ſo new and delighting : 
Then come to the call. —Aſk you whither ? 
We beckon you all to come hither. 


y 


W. 


CHO. 


1 
CHORUS. 
Ve nymphs and ye ſwains who love pleaſure, 
And jolly and gay, &C, 


— 


A TRIO. Set by Mr. Worgan. 
CHORUS. 


E lovers of greatneſs and ſhow, 
Who balk in life's ſunſhine ſo gay; 
And think that you only can know 
To live merrily all thro? the day! 
Come hither and ſee? 
Hew blitheſome are we, 
Whom danger nor care can invade; 
We live in Contentment's bleſt ſhade, 
Mr. VERNON. 
As ſoon as the ſun calls the day, 
With the lark to our labours we riſe ; 
With health in our cheeks, hearts ſo gay, 
And pleaſure that ſwims in our eyes: 
| How ſweetly from toil muſt we reſt. 
No ſorrow to waken the breaſt ! 


| Briſk health then, and love, dance and ſong, 
Shall live with us all the day long, 
4 Mrs. WEICRHSBL. 
Io hie to the cool moſſy bow'r, 
Io wander o'er hill, dale and grove, 
To gather each ſweet ſmelling flow'r, 

And know not a paſſion but love, 


1 


Is 
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Ts the glory of nymphs and their ſwaing 
Come taſte then the joy of the plains, 
CHORUS, 
Briſk health, &c, 
Mrs. PixTo, 

Here Plenty and peace, all are found ; 

And Frolic, and Laughter's gay trains; 
The ſwiſt rolling ſeaſons come round, 

T'enliven the nymphs and the fnins: 


Sons of pride, and of grandeur, and noiſe, 
Can ye boaſt of more heart-pleaſing joys ? 


C H OR U 8. 
Briſk health, &c. 


The Muſic by Mr. ARNO. 
AIR. Mrs, Weicustri, 

EAUT 's ever ſmiling queen, 
B Joy of men, and pow'rs above; 


her to the verdant ſcene ; 
Here erect the throne of Love, 


CHORUS, 


Spring adorn'd with ev'ry flow'r, 
Here invites thee to the bow'r. 


ATR. Mr. VXRNOV. 


Let the god of gen'rous wine, 
His nectareous juice afford; 
Bounteous Ceres with him join, 


| With him deck the ſocial board. 


[ 109 ] 
CHORUS, 
Spring adorn'd, &c. 


AIR. Mrs. PixTo, 
| Thabus, maſter of the lyre, 


When perform'd thy weſtern way, 


E Hither with thy tuneful choir; 


Here afliſt the poet's lay. 


CHORUS, 
Spring adorn'd, &c. 


— 


OUNG Damon, with ſeducing art, 

His deathleſs paſſion pleads ; 
Bids Sylvia take his conſtant heart: 
She loves, and he ſucceeds, 


Vet, he her kiſs-imprinted lips 


For ſakes within the hour, 


And apes the roving bee that ſips 


The ſweets of ev'ry flower. 


New objects now attract his eyes, 
Subdu'd by other charms; 


While hapleſs Sylvia vainly tries 


To lure him to her arms. 


Of this, ye blooming fair, be ſure, 


If Virtue once give way, 


| The heart you think you hold ſecure. 


No longer owns your ſway. 


L Sung. 


BM 28 


Sung by Mrs. ARE, at Ranelagh; and Mies Ad 
BrowN, at Marybone Gardens. 

_— innocent paſtime our pleaſure dit - 
| crown, Shi 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, Ne 

E'er Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, Th 
Let no new whim take thy fancy from me : Ey' 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any; If a 
Favour thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee, Ne 

Can the death of a linnet, give Nanny the ſpleen ? 

Can loſing of trifles, a heart-aching be? All 

Can lap-dogs, and monkies, draw tears from thoſe I'm 
| een, Gr 
That look with indiff' rence on poor dying me? But 


Rouze vp thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny ; 
Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me, 

Oh ! thou art as bonny, be faithful as any; 
Think on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee, 


O think, my dear charmer, ow ev'ry ſweet hour, 
That flid away ſoftly, between thee and me, 
Fer ſquirrels, and beaux, and their fop'ry had pow'r, 
To rival my love, and impoſe upan thee, 
Rouze up thy reaſon my beautiful Nanny, 
Let thy defires be all center'd in me: 
Oh! thou art as bonny, be prudent as any: 
Love thy own Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 
Advite 


WE © » Fo 
Advice to Chloe, a New Cantata, Sung by Mafter 


BROWN, at Marybone 


TILL you fly me, ſkittiſn creature, 
Lovely maid than Flora ſwecter 
Shifting like a tim'rous fawn, 
Near it's mother on the lawn : 
Starting, panting, void of reſt, 1 
Swift it bounds with fear diſtreſt'd. 


Tho? ſuſpicions all that harms it, | þ 

Ev'ry moving leaf alarms it; 

If a glow-worm chance to lie, q 

Near the hedge *tis paſſing by, i 
Starting, panting, &c. | 


All theſe fooliſh notions fle on ; | 


£ I'm no tyger, bear, or lion; | 
Grief of heart ſhall ne'er oppreſs thee, | if 
But fond love, with ardor preſs thee : | 


Leave, ſince paſt thy childiſh years, 
Girliſh whims, and needleſs fears. 


From thy watchful mother flying, N 
With a lover's flame complying, | | | 
Gayly paſs the fleeting hours 1 
And, mature with female pow'rs, 1 ö 
Fondly toying, and enjoying, 
Taſte the tweets of eonſtant love 


W 


Sung by Miſs Froup, at Marybone, 


M Y laddie is gang'd far away o'er the plain, | 
While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain: 
L 3 | Tho” BN 
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Tho? blue- bells and violets the hedges adorn, 
Tho' trees are in bloſſom and ſweet blows the thy: 
Nogleaſure they give me, in vain they look gar, | 
There's nothing can pleaſe. now my.Jockey's amar; 
Forlorn I fit ſinging, and this is mv ſtrain, "I 
Haſte, hafte, my dear Jockey, to me back again. 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they cha, 
Contented and happy with hearts full of glee; 

] can't without envy their merriments ſec ; 

Thoſe paſtimes oſſend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 

It makes me to figh, I from tears ſcarce retrain, 

I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again, 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair; 
He promis d he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
Oh! fond expectation, my wiſhes Il! feuſt, 
For Love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte ; 


! 


Then farewel each care, and-adieu each vain fivh— 


vo 


Who'll then be fo bleſt or ſo happy as 1 ! 
I'll fing on the meadows and alter my train. 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again, 


— @——— 


Sung by Miſs Frovp, at Marybone, 


REEDOMisareal treaſure, 
Love a dream all falſe and vain ; 
Short, uncertain is the pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the pain, 
Freedom, &c. 


A ſincere and tender paſſion 
Some ill planet over-rules 


Ah. 


1 
Ab! how blind is inclination ! 
Fate arid woman doat on fools ! 


A ſincere, &c. 


ä — 


a 
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Sung by Mr. Tay1.08, at Mary bone. 


ENNY charming, but a woman, 
Some capricious whim to pleaſe, 
'Fore lov'd Jockey with gay Damon, 
Loy'd and liften'd to his praiſe, 
Jockey ſomewhat jealous growing, 
Bluſh'd, turn'd pale, and hluſh'd again 
But the nymph his anguiſh knowing, 
Thus beſpoke the tender ſwain; 
Poor thing, is't vex'd ! Nay, let me fee, 
It grieves me much to pity thee. 


Jockey bow'd in ſoft confuſion : 
Damon profiting, of thas, 

Caught the nymph in fond deluſion 
In his arms and ſnatch'd a kiſs : 


be with warm reſentment firing, 


| Pretty ſmartly flap'd his face 

| Rage and wit, at once conſpiring, 

| She thus cry'd, with witching grace : 
| Poor thing, &c. 


Damon, brutiſh in his nature, 
| Tho'a gay and fluttering ſwain; 
| Shew'd reſentment in each featurc, 
At which Jenny ſmil'd diſdain, 
Jockey inwardly delighted, 
Saw his power o'er the maid , 

L 3 
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While each nymph and ſwain united, 


And to Damon 6iten ſaid, * 
Poor thing, &c. 
: Yet 
Sung by Miſs Foun, at Marybone. No! 

'Oh ! how vain is ev'ry bleſſing ! Y 
How inſipid all our joys ! For 

Life how little worth poſſeſſing 1 
But when love it's time employs ! Rac 
Love, the pureſt, nobleſt pleaſure, Y 
That the gods on earth beſtow, 3 


Adding wealth to ev'ry treaſure, 
Taking pain from ev'ry woe ! 


Sung by Mr. VeRNov, at Vaux-hall, 1 
HO? Sol hath left the weltern ſkies, Ki, 
And bid the world good night, Thi 


The radiance of Belinda's eyes 


Affords ſufficient light. oy 
In her the graces all unite, Tut 
The loves around her play; Thi 


What mo. l can at ſuck a fight, 
Regret the abſent day ? 

Should ey*ry fow'ret hide it's head, 
And wither n its bloom 

Her roſeat breath, diffuſive ſpread, 
Would yield a rich perfume, 


Should muſic ceaſe to charm the ear, He 
In ſymphony or ſong; ver 
*T would 


uid 


Thoughts to pleaſe and not deſtroy me. 


| Turn and let me ceaſe to chide ye, 
| Then ſhall ey'ry joy betide ye. 


b \ \ Hat harm in ſo ſimple a token of love! 


| He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew ; | 
| Yet Lucy's negleQted, and William's untrue, oo 


1 


Twould be enchanting ſtill to hear 
The muſic of her tongue. 


Ye fair, forgive me, if I ſeem 
Too laviſh of her praiſe ; 

Nor let my fond enraptur'd theme, 
Your indignation raiſe. 


Forgive me, if I now declare, 
In this ſweet rural place, 

Kach lady looks ſo wondrous fair, 
You've all Belinda's grace. 


Sung by Mrs. PiN ro, at Marybone. 
RUEL ſhepherd, would you leave me, 
Of delight ſo ſoon bereave me ? 
When you at my feet was lying, 
Hoping, wiſhing, panting, ſighing, 
Kinder thoughts did then employ ye, 


When this heart you was ſubduing, 
Cou'd you mean it's peace to ruin? 


— — — — 


The NOS E GA. 
Sung by Mrs. Pix ro, at Marybone. 


n 


I culld him the prime of the garden and 
grove ; 


Can 


1 


Can ſmiles and ſoft accents deri ſion convey ? 


No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they ; The 
He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, As 
And declare how he pities the helpleſs poor maid. Apar' 
In my quick-mounting bluſhes the virgins deſcry Th 
What my truth-tator'd mind is too frank to deny : In me 
And the cold-hcartcd prudes, ah ! how wary they Ye 
ſhun 5 do hu 

The maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone. $h 
Your thoughts then, dear ſiſter, with caution con- She © 
ceal, And 

The ſoft glowing paſſion be ſlow to reveal; 1 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, W 
That granting a whiſper is granting to much, Whe 
— — — — — W. 
Sung by Mr. VERNORx, at Vaux-hall, Tho' 
Dar) is the morning, the lark leaves his neſt, An 
And ſings a ſalute to the dawn: Toth 

The ſun with his ſplendor embroiders the eaſt, An 
And brightens the dew on the lawn. — 
Whilſt the ſons of Debauch t'indulgence give way, 
And ſlumber the prime of their hours, „ 
Let us, my dear Stella, the garden ſurvey, | 
And make our remarks on the flow'rs. To- 
The gay gaudy tulip obſerve as you walk, W. 
How flaunting the gloſs of its veſt! Rr 
How proud! and how ſtately it ſtands on it's ſtalk, 14 
In beauty's diverſity dreſt! 8 
From the roſe, the carnation, the pink, and the clove, f 
What odours inceſſantly ſpring ! ne Nur 


1 


The South wafts a richer perfume to the grove, 
As he bruſhes the leaves with his wing. 


Apart from the reſt in her purple array, 
The violet humbly retreats : 

In modeſt concealment ſhe peeps on the day, 
Yet none can excel her in ſweets ; 


$ humble, that, tho? with unparallel'd grace, 
She might e'en her palace :dorn, 

She oft in the hedge hides her innocent face, 
And grows at the foot of the thorn, 


beauty, my fair one, is doubly refin'd, 
When modeſty heightens her charms ; 


When meekneſs, like thine, adds a gem to her mind, 


We long to be lock'd in her arms. 


Tho' Venus herſelf from her throne ſhould deſcend, 
And the graces await at her call, 


To thee the gay world would with preference bend, 
And hail thce the vi'let of all. 


- _ 


Sung by Mr, VerNoN at Vaux hall. 


Love, I doat, I rave with pain; 
No comfoit's in my mind: 

Tho! ne'er cou'd be a happier ſwain, 
Were Sylvia leis unkind . 

For when as long her chains I've worn, 

I ſeek relief from ſmart, 

dle only gives me looks of ſ{corn— 
fas! "twill break my heart. 


My rivals, rich in worldly ſtore, 
May offer heaps of gold; 
But 


of I 


Bot furely I a Hcav'n adore, 
Too precious to be ſold. 


Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize, 
For wealth and not deſert; 

And my poor ſighs and tears deſpiſe ?— 
Alas will break my heart 


When, like ſome panting, hov'ring dove, 
I for my bliſs contend, 

And plead the cauſe of eager love, 
She coldly calls me friend. 


Ah ! Sylvia, thus in vain yeu ftrive 
To act a healer's part ; 

"Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive, 
Alas ! and break my heart, 

But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, 
And I am dead and cold, 

Renounce the cruel deed you've done, 
Nor glory when *tis told. 


For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid, 
Will take my injur'd part; 

And blame thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor heart, 


— —. * 


— — * 


HILLIS. to whom none dare be rude, 
Whoſe modeſt looks conceal'd the prude, 


By chance was ſeen, the other day, 
Alone in ſhady groves to ſtray : 
Perhaps you'll aſk what ſhe was at; 
I dare not tell ; but mum for that. 


the ſar 
Fearle 
Well, 

We ki 
Perhaj 
dare 

Ye fait 
There 
In ſect 
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As I. 
Quot] 


But, t 
For, | 


dhe 


For, tied each to a rope's end, tis tugging to and fro”; 


[ 119 ] 
te ſaw a lovely youth appear; 
Fearleſs, where virgins ought to fear : 
Well, and what then—ſuppoſe the did; 
We know that Scandal's apt to fb, 
Perhaps you'll aſk what they were at ; 
[ dare not tell ; but mum for that, 


Ye fair ones let this inſtance prove 
There's no concealing lawleſs love; 

In ſecret lurks the bufy fpy— 

Nay trees have, oft, an unſeen eye; 
Would you conceal what you'd be ar, 
Be more reſerv'd; but mum for that. 


Since Love muſt, then, each boſom rule. 
His precepts learn from Virtue's ſchool; 
Let wedlock authorize the youth 

Who burns with honour and with truth ; 
And, ſhould you aſk what he'd be at, 
dare not tell; but mum for that. 


—— © 8 * —— * — ——_— — — 


In the JoviAL Ca Ew. 


Made love to Kate, long J ſigh'd for ſhe, 
Till I heard, of late, ſhe'd a mind to me; 
met her on the green, in her beſt array; 

do pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away; 
O then we kiſs d and preſsd; were we much to blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame. 


As I fonder, grew, the began to prate ; 
Quoth ſhe, I' marry ous if you will marry Kate ? 
But, then I Taught, and ſwore I loyd her more than is; 


Again 


1 
A ain wekiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to blame? 


Hud you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame, 


Then ſhe ſigh'd and ſaid ſhe was wond'rous ſick; 
Dicky Katy led ; Katy ſhe led Dick, 

Long we toy'd and play'd, under yonder oak ; 
Katy loſt the game, tho' ſhe play'd in joke: 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name: 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame, 


— ___—— — 


SK if you damaſk roſe be ſweet, 
A That ſcents the ambient air, 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 

If dear Suſannah's fair. 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro” the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray 3 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love, 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, ' 
Let pride in ſplendor nine; 

Ye bards unenvy'd, laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſannah mine. 


O roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading love : 
There, Phcoenix-like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there: 


I ſee 


» 
* 


1 (ve 


Cat A} 

I fee thy with'ring head reclin'd, 
With envy and deſpair. 

One common fate we both mult prove; 
Yon die with envy—1, with love. 


— 


— — — — 


— 


Sung in LioxEL and CLARISSA. 


Wonder, I ſwear] 
How women can bear 
A fop that himſelf ſtill admires ; 
Mere puppets for play, 
Of papier mache, 
Without either ſoul or deſires. 
One's pois'd in one's aim, 
To give them a name, 
Things of ſuch equivocal growth; 
Nor maſter nor miſs, 
But *twixt that and this, 
Ridiculous copies of both. 


— — 
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Sung by Mr. SwiTH, at the Theatre-Royal en 
Nichmond-Green. 


* HILST of life I hold the ſpan, 
hat can Nature give to man 
Better than the flowing bowl, 
Sparkling with the luſcious ſpoil 
Of the ripen'd vintage toil, 
Sight reviving to the ſoul, 
Let my cup run o'er the brim, 
In it eygry pleaſure ſwim ; 
Let me gulp em, gulp em down, 
M 


Then 


CT | 
Then Il] be a match for Care, 
Take what ſhapes he will or dare 
Beauty, honour, or a crown. 


Love's a light fantaſtic god, 
Full of vain chimeras odd : 
Bacchus, I thy ſhrine adore, 
Titles, riches, let me *ſcape, 
Lovely, cluſt'ring, purple grape, 
Give me that I aik no more. 
*Twixt me and the dreary grave 
Not one ſingle frown I'll have, 
Daddy Time, as thou ſhalt ſee, 
But when pleaſeth gentle Fate, 
Call me ſoon or call me late, 
Laughing P11 reel home with thee. 


— .—_rr_— 
* _ — „ — — 2» — — 


E fair, poſſeſt of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will; 

W hoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 

Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 

Where flattery bears no part; 

An honeſt verſe that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart? 

Great is your pow?'r ; but greater yet 
Mankind it might engage; 

If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take ; 
For who's to beauty blind? 

ut to what end a pris'ner make, 

Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attord4 


1 
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Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 

Gameſter's to little purpoſe wm 
Who loſe again as faſt; 

Tho? beauty may the charm begin, 
'Tis ſweetneſs makes it aſt. 


4 - — 


RALPHs RAM BLE to LONDON, 
With Additions by Mr. Apam SMITH. 


Sung by him at the Theatre-Royal on Richmond- 
Green. 


The Verſes mark'd thus “ are added. 


* a poor innocent clown, 

And lately I rambled to town; 
For I'd heard the folk ſay 
"I'was a mou fine and gay, 

And I wanted to ſee it, I own. 


] luckily met with a friend, 
And begg'd his aſſiſtance to lend; 
So he led me about, 
Midſt the rabble and rout, 
That I thought the whole world at an end. 


" When firſt to a church then we come, 

With ſomewhat they call'd like a dome: 
* Zooks, I'ſe wonder'd, and thought 
If from France it was brought, 

Or whether 'twas made here at home. 


M 2 Toe. „ Ped 


co 


* 
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cod I was pleas*d, I mun ſay, 

While people devoutly did pray ; 
„But to {peak the truth, mun, 
When organs begun, 

I cou'd ſcarcely help footing away. 


* 


. 


* 


44 


From thence © a church, where they ſay, 


The kings and the queens they all lay 
& And both men and their wives, 
«© Who nc'er pray'd in their lives, 
Are ptouſly praying away. 


* 


4 
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But one thing, I'cod made me ſtare, 
« "'I'was made all of tione, I declare; 
« *Twas a woundy round poſt, 
& And | believe, without boaſt, 
nt run up a mile in the air. 


- — — 
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« Thence away to a houſe fine and gay, 
The name on't | cannot well ſay; 

«« But they drink tea and talk, 

& And round and round walk, 
« While the muſic ſo ſweetly did play. 


Next night to a place in the fields, 
« Together my friend and L wheels, 
© Where wire ana ſtring 
„They dance, and ſtraws fling, 
4 That the devil I thought at their heels. 


We went to a place call'd the play, 
Where | thought I thou'd find ſomewhat gay: 
But they murder'd a king, 
Which I thought a ſtrange thing, 
And the people went laughing away. 


4d 


It 
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But the fineſt of all the gay ſights, 

Was the place with a number of lights, 
Where they fiddle and ſing 
Like the birds in the ſpring, 

And harmony pleaſure invites. 


The lamps are all ſtuck in the trees, 
And the folks buz about'n like bees; 
While down in a ſhade, 
The mill and caſcade 
Is fweetly adapted to pleaſe, 


& Help laughing I can't, I declare, 
At thoughts of our ſtatue or fair, 
« And our fidlers, *thout joke, 
„% Deſerve all their bones broke, 
« Compar'd with the fidlers that's there. 


I wiſh to my ſoul, I muſt awn, 
Wehad ſuch a place in our town; 
Or elſe at the fair, 
That it cou'd be brought there, 
Jt wou'd pay well for bringing it down. 
My mind unto you I will own, 
My pleaſures again for to crown, 
'* Tho” eighty long mile, 
* With joy—and worth while, 
* I'd walk up to London fine town, 


— — . —— 


DAMON and FLORELLA. 


He, Ss my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkins play : 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May: 
M 3 
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Like 


1426 | 


Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of Love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt' ning to the ſoothing tale; 
And thy ſoft, perſuaſive ſong, 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, O Damon, while I live, 
All that virtue ought to give. 


He. Not the verdure of the grove ; 
Not the garden's faireſt flow*r : 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by, 


She. Not the water's gentle full, 


By the bank with poplars crown” 


Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 


Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 


Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Borb. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay: 

Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparrow ne the dove, 

Liſten to the voice of love. 


—_— 


r 
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gung by Mr. Dopp. The Words by Mr, GARRICK. 


| By ſparkling champat2ne, 
Roſy mounts to the brain, 


And 


6. 193-1 

And ſo tingles in every part; 
Her fire comes ſo quick, 
Her ſhots fly fo thick, 

No quarter ſhe gives to the heart, 


But I, who know both, 
To love ſhould be loth, 
So manage the matter with art; 
| laugh at the trick 
Of the flow and the quick, 
And ſnug in my brealt lies my heart. 


I AM married, and happy! With wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age, 


Who laugh at the mention of congugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures eng ige : 
You may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in the 
wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride ; 
Forto marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive never ſincere : 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear : 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 1 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, E 

N 
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And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, { 
True love is with ſentiment join'd ; | 
But yours is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, i 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind, ll 


When, 0 


1 


When dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 


Ye are led and miſled by a flattering falſe fire, Now 
And are oft by that fire deftroy'd. —_— 
If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, But 
My auſwer is ſhort—* From a wife, The c 
« Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good- nature! Al 
1 I told 
“ Which are beauties that charm us for life ;” An 
To mak home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize ; Then 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night, UI. 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. In 2 
— — 6 —— $ 
OVE's the tvrant of the heart, m 
Full of miſchief, full of woe; And f 
All his joys are mixt with ſmart; My 
Thorns beneath his roſes grow, ) 
Aud, ſerpent- like, he ſtings the breaſt, — 
Where he is harbour'd and careſt. | L 
1 ; 3 - 7 
THE PE x. — 
Sung by Miſs Mors, at Finch's Grotto-Gardens. wk 
As muſing I went ofer the plain, 4 
A A ſhepherd I haſtily met, The 
Who told me again and again, Love 
He lov'd me thoꝰ not in a pet. 
So thinking him then in a joke, 
I told him, in order to fret, — 
Your love is too late, I'm beſpoke, y 
He anſwer's, ll die-in a pet. B 


New 


1 
Now could you this urchin believe, 
In truth then, he wiſh'd I would let 
Him attend to the cot where I live. 
But 1 anſwer'd him not in a pet. 
The confident youth grown more rude, 
A kiſs or two from me would get, 
I told him, he did but intrude, 
And bid hun go home—in a pet. 


Then ſqucezing my hand when he went, 
H. Alien ſoon will regret, 
In my heart I began to relent, 
As he quickly was gone in a pet. 
Now to my own ſex ] appeal, 
If reaſon I have not to fret; 
And never again will conceal 
My mind fram a man—in a pct. 


—_— 1 — 


LY ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive | 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beaftty can give; | 
The bowl's frolic joys let hin teach. her to prove; 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love, |; 


—— 2 — 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
Pow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain: | 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave: 
Love and wine give, ye Gods! or take back what ye | 

gave, 


. . . * 4 
B the gaily-circling glaſs | 
We can ſee how minutes paſs | 
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By the hollow caſk we're told 
How the waining night grows old; 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſports away: 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of Care, twas made for you, 


——[1é1k0.— — — — — — — 
— — 


F ou 4 
A favourite Song, by Dr. Ax Nr. Sung at Vauxhall, 


TTEND ye every tuneful ſwains, 
A That in anelodious lulling ſtrains, 

Of Chloe ſing, or Phillis ; 
Tho? weak my ſkill, tho' rude my verſe, 
Upbraid me not while I rchearſe 

The charms of Polly Willis. 
Tho' languid I, and poor in thought, 
No ſimile can e'er be brought 

From roſes, pinks, or lillies; 
Some meaner beauties they may hit, 


But ſure no ſimile can fit 
The charms of Polly Willis. 


A ſimile to match her hair, 

Her lovely forchead high and fur, 
Beyond my greater ſkill is: 

How then, ye gods! can be expreſt, 

The eves, the lips, the heaving breaſt, 
Of charming Polly Willis. 

She's not like Venus on the floed, 

Nor as ſhe once on Ida ſtood ; 
Nor mortal Amarillis. 


l 


oy © ob 


W From all that's lovely, bright, and fair, 


Of pleafing ſhape, and killing air, 
And that 1s Polly Willis. 
Tho! time her charms may wear away, 
All beauty mult in time decay, 
Yet in her power there ſtill is 
A charm which ſha!l for life endure 
] mean the ſpotleſs mind and pure 


Of charming Polly Willis, 


— 
— — EI 


In the Masque of Co uus. 


OW Phebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong and welcome jeſt; 


Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 


Tiply dance, and jollity : 

Braid your locks with roſy wine. 
Rigour now 1s gone to bed, 

And advice, with ſcruplous head, 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 


With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 
Now Phoebus, &c. 


Written by Mr, Garnick. Sung by Mr. Dodd, in 


the Invaſion. 
O arms, ye brave mortals, to arms ! 
The road to renown lies before ye; 
The name of King Shakefpear has charms 
To rouze ye to actions of glory. 
Away, ye brave mortals, away! 
"Tis Nature calls on you to ſave her. 


What 


o 
F # 
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g 
it 
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What man would not Nature obey, 
And fight for King Shakeſpear for ever, 4; 


4 N — But 

HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 1. 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, My! 

Need neither Fortune's frowning fear, M 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile, But 
The greatneſs that would make us grave, N 
Is but an empty thing; Whe 
What more than mirth would mortals have, F 
The chearful man's a king ! _ 
3 wo eee mans may At « 
HE world 1s a well furniſh'd table, M 
Where gueſts are promi cuoufly ſet ; The 

We all fare as well as we're able, i” 


And ſcramble for what we can get. 


My ſimile holds to a tittle 

Some gorge while ſome ſcarce have a tafte ; 
But if I'm content with a little, 

Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


— * — — — Let? 


'O "HER day as I ſet in the ſycamore ſhade, L 
ung Damon came whiſtliug along: 
1 trembled -I bluſh'd—a poor innoccut maid! 
And my neart Caper*d up to my tongue. 
Silly heart, | cry'd, fie! What a flutter is here 
Young Demon deiizns you no ill; 
The ſhepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then pry'thee, fond urchin, he ſtill. 


1 

Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my ſeet: 
One kils he demanded—no more! 

But urg'd the ſoft preſſure with ai dour ſo ſweet, 
i could not begrudge him a ſcore: 

My lambkins I've kiſs'd and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill; 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade, 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ihepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
Pl die e're I bid it lie ſtill. 


ENCE with cares, complaint, and frowning ; 
Welcome jollity and joy ; | 
Ey'ry griet in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ : 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 
Laugh, and fing ſome good old ſtrain; 
Drink a health to love and beauty ; 
May they long in triumph reign ! 


9 Collin, pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains; 

The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 

The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come, 


1 
i 
| 
, 
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Come Collin, hafte, O huſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze, 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees, 


Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing; 
Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 
O haſte ! and make us happy here. 


) — 2» uo 
_ —— 


ALMY fweetneſs ever flowing, 
From her dropping lip dittills ; 

Flowers on her cheeks are blowing; 

And her voice with muſic thrills, 


Zephyrs o'er the ſpices flying, 
Wafting ſweets from ev'ry tree, 
Sick'ning ſenſe with odours cloying, 

Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſhe, 


— — 
— 


Orp Woman's SONG in Hakz.equiN's Invaſion, 


LD women we are, 
And as wiſe in the chair, 
And as fit for the Quorum as men ; 
We can ſcold on the bench, 
And examine a wench, 
And like them can be wrong now and then, 
For look the world thro”, and you'll find nine in tes 
Old women can do——as well as old men, 


We can hear a fad caſe 
With a no-meaning face, 


And tho' thallow yet feow to be daeps 1, 


| 
{ 
0 
1 
0 
| 


or I 


Leave all to the clerk, 
And when matters grow dark, 
Their worſhips had better go tleep. 
For look the world, &c. 
When our wiſdom is taſk'd, 
And hard queſtions are aſk'd, 
Ve aner them beſt with a'tnore, 
We can mump a tit bit, 
And can joke without wit, 
Ard what can—their worſhips do more. 
For look the world, &c. 


"= —_— — — 
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A1R, 
\ HO'LL buy a heart! Myrtilla cries, 


And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face like loveiy tiebe's fair; 
A pair of eyes that wound at fight, 
And foil the diamond's piercing light. 
RECITATIVE, 


Come hither, ye that long to prove 
1 he ſoul-enchanting Joys of love: 
Quickly, quickly come, for he 
Buys that bids the moſt for me. 
Aix. 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Cræſus' wealth, to come; 
Nor vaigly hope, for gems or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold : 
50 viie a change I ſcorn to make, 

For love's the only coin I take, 

N 2 


1 


Anjever to the foregoing, 
ReciTaTivVe. 


S, in a penſive mood, Myrtilla ſa!, 
Revolvi ing on the will of Fate; 

A [prightly youth, devoid of care, 

Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair 


Aa. 


Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 
I'm come to buy a heart of hee: 
With tranſpoit I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Cou'd I command the ſtarry train, 
For thee I'd give it back again; 

Or, if kind Fate would make it mine, 
The univerſe ſtho::1d all be thine. 

Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize ; 
The tale you hcard was fallely told; 
Myrtilla's heart ſhall ne'er be ſold. 


—— — ͤ  —— 


Sung by Mr. Dopp in Harlequin's Invaſion, 
HRICE happy the nation that Shakeſpear has 
charm'd ; 
More happy thc toſom his genius has warm'd : 
Ye children of Nature, of Fa ion, and Whim, 
He painted you all, and ail join to praiſe him, 


CHORUS, 

Come away, his Genius calls, we muſt ol ey. 
From higheit to loweſt, from th: old to the young, 
All tes and conditions by him have been lung 3 


* So as tent a 


E 1 

All paſſions and humours were rais'd by his pen; 

He cou'd ſoar with the eagle, and fing with the wren, 
Come away, &c. 

To praiſe him ye fairies and genii repair, 

He knew where ye haunted, in earth or in air; 

No phantom ſo ſubtle could glide from his view, 

The wings of his fancy were ſwifter than you. 

Come away, &c. 


Ye mortals, may Folly ne'er lead you aſtray, 
Nor vain empty Faſhion your reaſon betray ; 
By your love to this bard may the genius be known, 
Nor injure his fame to the loſs of your own. 
Come away, come away ! 
His genius calls, you muſt obey. 


In Love in a VILLACSCk. 


HERE was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 

He work'd, and ſung, from morn to night; 

No lark wore blithe than he, 
And this the burthen of his ſong, 

For ever us'd to be, 
I care for nobody, no not I, 

If nobody cares for me. 


— — 


In Love in a ViLLAGE. 
H! had 1 been by Fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain: 
N 3 What 
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What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt knoiy ! 

Yeenvious pow'rs ! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo lou. 


M— 


* 


THYRSIS and LYSANDER, 4 Dialogue, 


Sung by Mr. DispiN and Mi:s D. Twisr, at 
the Theatre-Royal on Richmond-Green, 


Turgs!s. 


R'ythee tell me, Lyſander, why gay as the morn, 
You rove to each fair, and treat alighting with 


ſcorn ; 
Why love's ſoft allurements you ſtill have deſpis'd 
Is rejected thoſe joys ev'ry ſhepher1 has priz'd. 
It cannot laſt long, for depend on't you'll prove 
No enjoyments like conſtancy blended with love, 


LY$SANDER. 


I laugh at the fools who with whining and ſighs 

Give up each enjoyment that freedom can prize: 

Yet ſhepherds think not theſe pleaſures I flight, 

T own I cou'd love, nay love wich delight. 

But the reaſon why nevec theſe pleaſures I prove, 

Is I ſeldom find conſtancy blended with love. 

THYRSIS, 

I ſuppoſe then, poſſeſt of good-nature and youth, 

I ſhou'd wiſh to make love the reward of your truth : 

Wou'd you have me? Ly/and. Wou'd conſtancy 
follow of courſe. | 

Thyr/. It wou'd. Ly/and, Then I'll take you for 
better for worſe ; 


» 


And 
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And by tnutual confent, let us ſtudy to prove, 
No en oy ment's Ike conſtancy blended with love, 


Born. 


Each bounty that heav'n ſo kindly has ſent, 

The bleflings of friendſhip, the ſweets of content, 
The enjoyment of mirth, the delight of the ſoul! 
The flow of the ſpirits, the joys of the bowl; 

The minds {weeteſt guide to the pleaſures above, 
Is the pleaſures of conſtancy blended with love. 


— — 
— 


In Love in a VIIIACE 
Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 
Let parent's rule, cry nature's laws ; 
And children ſtill obey ; 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? 


———————. — 


HERE was an old man, and that's not un- | 
common; | 
But, if they ſay true, he was born of a woman |! x 
And, tho? quite incredible, I have been told if 
He was rock'd in his cradle, but age made him old: | 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. | 
Whene'er he was hungry, he ſtill wanted meat; | | 
And, if he could get it, was certain to eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you'd give him a pot; 
But the liquor mot commonly ran down his throat: F 
Derry down, down, &Cc. 1 | 
c 
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He feldom or never could ſee without light, 
And yet, I've heard ſay, he could hear at dark night; 


He has oft been awake in the day-time, 'tis ſaid, 1 
Sometimes found aflcep as he lay in his bed: 
Derry down, &c. H 


His face was the ſtrangeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if 'tw:is not waſh'd, it was not quite clean; 
And he thew'a all his teeth if he happen'd to gtin, v 
For his mouth it was plac'd 'tween his noſe and hi; 

Derry down, &c. [chin. 


Twas obſerv'd that his tongue ne'er lay fiill u hen 
he talk'd, 

Tho' he mov'd both his legs and his feet when he 
walk'd: 

Then his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd 

| burſt, 

For one leg or t'other would always be ſirſt: 

Derry down, &c. 


When this whimſical piece had a river to creſz, 

It he could not get over, he laid where he was; 

And tho? he ne'er venturd to quit the dry ground, 

Yet was always ſo lucky as ne'ct to be drown'd, 
Derry down, &. 


6 — 


Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul | 
1 Is gen'rous and refin'd, 
Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, | 
With love and honour join'd, | 
The oak, by woodbines on the plain 
Encompaſs'd and carcſs'd, 
Is not more ſtedfaſt in its reign, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs'd. 


The 


| . 
The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſhadows and like noiſe, 
Have nothing in them{-lves, we know, 
That ſober ſenſe enjoys; 
But pure and conſtaut love endears, 
And feaſts both car and fight, 
While ev'ry thing that virtue fears 
Can give no true delight. 


— 


P.. pox o' this nonſenſe; I pr'ythee give o'er, 

| And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 

Their face, and their air, and their mein, what a 
rout ! 

Here's to thee, my Iad—puſh the bottle about. 


Let finiking fops play the fool and the ape; 

hey dare not confide in the juice of the grape; 
But we, honeſt fellows ; death! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while there's liquor to drink? 


Tis wine only wine, that true pleaſure beitows : 
Our ;cys it increaſes, and ligbtents our woes: 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 


The man that is drunk is as great as a kings 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks, 
Anacreon's caſes, fee page twenty-lix 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt, by my ſoul, | 
Lay hold on, and drown the young deg in a bowl; 
What's life, but a frolic, a ſong and a laugh? 

My toaſt tall be this, while we've liquor to quaff: 
May mirth and good fellowſhip ever abound— 


Beys, fill up a bumper, and let it go 10und. 
: BET- 
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. 
i Sung by Mr. Sulu. 
WAKE thou blythſome god of day, 
Invite each ſongſter round; 


Let ev'ry heart be blythe and gay, 
The world with mirth abound, 


My Bet!ly's ſweet Seraphic charms FE 
In raptures now I ſing ; 


A ( 


Soon let her priſon be my arms, ” 
And I'll thy tribute bring. 
Ye regents, who the realms above 
With godlike ſweetneſs guard, * 
Fair leſo's heart invade with love, * 
Her faithful ſwain reward. =" 
If not—Avaunt ! ye gods divine! | 
Contented let me die, x 
My Betſy's eyes much brighter arc, | n 
Than all your ipangled ſky. 12 
No longer boaſt your lilly fair, 5 
Now ruſſet ſeeins your ſnow, 
With Betſy's ſkin their white compare, 
Where new-blown roles grow: Ws 
Your ſun that gilds the realms above, | k 
At diſtance heat may give ; | 


But Betſy's eyes will always prove 
How 1wect it is to live. 


A (o- 
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A Coll gion of COUNTRY DANCES fr the eſuiag 


Tear. 
Stratford Jubilee. 


AST off one couple, up again; croſs over two 
couple; lead to the top and caſt off. 


The North Country Las. 


Caſt off one couple; the man hands round with the 
third couple, and his partner with the ſccond at the 
ſame time; caſt up, and hands four round at top; 
lead down, up again, and caſt off; right and left, 

Libt and Airy, 

Turn right hands, avd caft off; turn left hands, 
and caſt up; croſs over two couple; lead up to the 
top, and caſt off; hands four round at bottom; 
right and left at top. 

Bow Bells, 
The firſt man ſet to the ſecond woman and turn; 


the firſt woman do the ſame ; then ſet, and not turn; 
caſt off, and right and left, 


The Brave Corficans, | 

The firſt couple caſt off, half figure with the ſecond 
couple ; caſt off, half figure with the third couple ; 
lead up to the rop, foot it, caſt off, right and Jett, 

Trip to Weymouth, 

Caſt off one couple, and croſs over to the bottom; 
caft up one couple, and croſs over to the top; gal- 
lop down and up again, and caſt off; lead thro' the 


third couple, and caſt up; foot contrary corners, 
and turn; lead out ſides. 
1 TD 


\ 
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T he Bill of Rights. 

Foot it, and half right and left; the ſame back 1- 


gain; hunt round the ſecond couple; calt off, and 
turn. 


Ridotto al freſco, 
The firſt and ſecond couple foot and chan ge places; 


foot it, and come on your own ſides again; gallop 
down and up, and caſt off; right and lett, 


. The Paadlich. 

The firſt couple gallop down the ſecond couple, up 
again and caſt off; the ſecond couple do the ſame ; 
the two men lead between the two women and turn; 
the women do the ſame 3 hey with the ſecond wo- 
man, then with the ſecond man; croſs over half fi- 
gure; right and left. | 

Plymouth *ſſembly, 

Hands three round with the ſecond woman; the 
ſame with the ſecond man; croſs over two couple; 
lead up to the top; foot it and caſt off; hand; 
round tour at bottom ; right and left at top. 

The Wild Iriſhman, 

Turn right hands, and caſt off; turn left hand; 
the man fall in at bottom, and woman at top, foot 
fix bottom and top, then ſides z ſet contrary corners, 
and turn; lead out hides, 

Th: Nauble. 

The ſirſt man foot to the ſecond woman, and not 
turn; the ſecond man the ſame to the firſt woman; 
croſs over half figure ; right and left, | 


not 
lan; 


